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ODE, 

TO THE HONOURABLE 

SIR WILLIAM TEMPLE, 

Written at Moor-park, June, 1689. 

I. 

VIRTUE, the greateft of all monarchies! 
Till, its firft emperor, rebellious man 
Depos'd from off his feat, 
It fell, and broke with its own weight 
[nto fmall ftates and principalities, 

By many a petty lord poflefs'd. 
But ne'er fmce feated in one fmgle breaft ! 
'Tis you who muft this land fubdue. 
The mighty conqueft 's left for you. 
The conqueft and difcovery too ; 
Search out this Utopian ground, 
Virtue's Terra Incognita, , 

Where none ever led the way, 
>Jor ever fmce but in defcriptions found ; 

Like the philofopher's ftone, 
With rules to fearch it, yet obtaiaM by none. 

B 2 11- ^ ^ 
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II. 
We have too long been led aftra^ 
TpQ long have oiir mifguided fouls been 
With rules from mufty morals bi 
'Tis you muft put us in the way 
Let us (for fliame!) no more be 
With auticjue relicjues of the dcc 
The gleanings of philofophy ; 
PhilqfQphy, the lumbfer of the fcho 
The roguery of alchemy ; 
And we, the bubbled fools, 
gpen4 ajl pi^r prefcnt life, in hopes of gc 

IIL 

5ut what does our proud ignorance Lea 
We oddly Plato's paradox make gc 

Qwf knowledge \s hut mere remembranc 
Remembrance is pur treafure and 

Nature's fair t«^ble-bpok, pur tender fo 

W? fcr^wl all o'er with old and cmpt) 
3tale niemprandums of the fchoc 
For Learning's mighty trgafurcs 
Jn that deep grave a book ; 
Think that (l^e there does all her t 

^nd that her trqubled ghoft flill hai 
flie dy -d, 

([lonfine her walks to colleges and f 
Jier prieft, her train, and foil 
^s if they all were fpccftrcs t 
They purchafe knowledge at 
Of common breeding, com 
And grow at once fcholars 



ODE to SIR WILLIAM TmfLE* 

S 

AfFedl lU-mannerM pedantry^ 

kudenefej ill-nature, incivility, 

And, fick with dregs of knowledge gfdwr 
Which greedily they fwallow down^ 

Still caft it Up, and riaufeate companyi 

Curft be the wretch ! nay doubly Ciirft ! 

(If it may lawful be 
To curfe our greateft enemy) 
Who learn'd himfelf that herefy firfl: 
(Which fince has feizM on all the reft) 
That knowledge forfeits all humanity ; 
Taught tis^ like Splniards^ to be proud Ind pdOf 

And fling our fcraps before our door ! 
Thrice happy yoii have Tcap'd this general peft ; 
Thofe jnighty epithets^ learnM, good, and jgreat 
Which ty6 ne*er joinM before, but in romances mec.. 
We find in you at laft united groWili 

1 ou cannot be compared tb dric ! 
I mvift, like him that painted Venus* face^ 
Borrow from every one a grace j 
Virgil anc, Epicurus will not do^ 

Their cbiirting a retreat like yoU| 
Unlefs I puit in Csefar^s learning too j 
. Yoiir Kappy frame at once coiltrotiU 
This gi<^at triumvirate of foulsi 

I V. 

liet not old Rome boaft Fabiiis's fate ) 
He fav'd^ his countrj^ by delays, 

But yo^u by J)eace» 
Youbougiit it at a cheaper fatej 
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Nor has it left the ufual bloody fear, 

To fhew it coft its price in war ; 

War that mad game the world fo loves to play. 
And for it does fo dearly pay ; 

For, though with lofs,. or vidtory, a while 

Fortune the gamefters does beguile, 

Yet at the laft the box fweeps all away. 

VI. 

Only the laurel got by peace 

No thunder e'er can blaft : 
Th* artillery of the fkies 

Shoots to the earth, and dies : ' 
And ever green and flourijliing 'twill laft, 
Nor dipt in blood, nor widows* tears, nor orphans' 
cries. 

About the head crown'd witli thefe bays. 
Like lambent fire the lightning plays ; 
Nor, Its triumphal cavalcade to grace, 

Makes up its folemn train with death ; 
It melts the fword of war, yet keeps it in the fheath# 

VII. 

The wily Ihifts of ftate, thofe jugglers'^ tricks. 
Which we call deep defigns and politicks, 
(As in a theatre the ignorant fry, ^ 
Becaufe the cords efcape their eye. 
Wonder to fee the motions ifly) 
Methinks, when you expofe th e fcene, 
Down the ill-organ'd engines fall ; 
Off fly the vizards, and difcovcr difi ; 

I ■ ^ ' Hovr 



ODE TO SIR WILLIAM TEMPLE, 7 

How plain I fee through the deceit ! 
How fhallow, and how grcjfs, the cheat ! 
Look where the pully's tied above ! 
Great God ! (ikid I) what have I feen ! 
On what poor engines move 
The thoughts of monarchs, and defigns of ftates ! 

What petty motives rule their fates ! 
How the moufe makes the mighty mountain (hake ! 
The mighty mountain labours with its birth, 
Away the frightened peafants fly, 
Scar'd at th' unheard-of prodigy, 
Expedl fome great gigantic fon of earth ; 
Lo ! it appears ! 
See how they tremble ! how they quake ! 
Out ftarts the little moufe, and mocks their idle fears, 

VIIL 
Then tell, dear favourite Mufe ! 
What ferpent 's that which ftill reforts, 
Still lurks in palaces and courts ? 
Take thy unwonted flight. 
And on the terrace light. 

See where fhe lies ! 
See how Ihe rears her head, 
And rolls about her dreadful eyes. 
To drive all virtue out, of look it dead ! 
'Twas fure this bafilifk fent Temple thence. 
And though as fome ('tis faid) for their defence 
Have worn a cafement o'er their fkin. 
So he wore his within. 
Made up of virtue and tran^arent innocence; 

And though he oft* renewed the- fight, 
Aad ajmoft ^ot priority of fight, 

JS 4 ^^ 



^ 



8 SWIFT'S POEMS. 

He ne'er could overcome her quite. 
In pieces cut, the viper ftill did re-imite ; 

Till, at laft, tir*d with lofs of time and eafe, 
Refolv'd to give himfelf, as well as country, peace. 

ix- 

Sing, belov'd Mufe ! the pleafures cf retreat, 

And in fome untouched virgin ftrain, 
Shew the delights thy filler Nature yields ; 
Sing of thy vales, fing of thy woods, fing of thy fields 5 
Go, publifh o'er the plain 
How mighty a profelyte you gain ! 
How noble a replifal on the great ! 

How is the Mufe luxuriant grown ! 
Whene'er fhe takes this flight, 
She foars clear out of fight. 
Thefe are the paradifes of her own : 

Thy Pegafus, like an unruly horfe. 
Though ne'er (b gently led. 
To the lov'd pafture where he us'd to feed. 
Runs violent o'er his ufual courfe. 
Wake from thy wanton dreams, 

Come firom thy dear-lov'd ftreams. 
The crooked paths of wandering Thames ! 
Fain the fair nymph would ftay. 
Oft* fhe looks back in vain. 
Oft' 'gainft her fountain does complain. 
And fofdy fleals in many windings down, 
As loth to fee the hated court and town. 
And murmurs as fhe glides away. 
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In this new happy fcene 
Are nobler fubrjeds for your learned pen ; 
Here we exped from you 
More than your predecefTor Adam knew ; 
Whatever moves our wonder, or our fport, 
Whatever ferves for innocent emblems of the court; 

How that which we a kernel fee, 
(Whofe well-compaded forms efcape the Hght, 
Unpierc'd by the blunt rays of fight) 
Shall ere long grow into a tree j 
"Wlience takes it its increafe, and whence its birth. 
Or from the fun, or from the air, or from the earth. 
Where all the fruitful atoms lie j 
How fome go downward to the root, 
Some more ambitioufly upwards fly. 
And form the leaves, the branches, and the fruit. 
You ftrove to cultivate a barren court in vain. 
Your garden 's better worth your nbble pain. 
Here mankind fell, and hence muft rife again. 

XL 

Shall I believe a fpirit fo divine 

Was caft in the fame mold with mine ? 
Why theh does Nature fo unjuftly fhare 
Among her elder fons the whole eftate. 

And all her jewels and her plate ? 
Poor we ! cadets of Heaven, not worth her care. 
Take upatbeftwith lumber and the leavings of afare : 

Some fhe binds 'prentice to the fpade. 

Some to the drudgery of a trade ; 

Some 
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Some (he does to Egyptian bondage draw, 

Bids us make bricks, yet fends us to look out for ftraw : 

Some fhe condemns for life to try 
To dig the leaden mines of deep philofophy : 
Me fhe has to the Mufe*s gallies tied. 
In vain I ftrive to crofs this fpacious main. 
In vain I tug and pull the oar. 
And when I almoft reach the jfligre. 
Straight the Mufe turns the helm, and I launch out 
again : 

And yet, to feed my pride. 
Whene'er I mourn, flops my complaining breath. 
With promife of a mad reverfion after death* 

XII. 
Then, Sir, accept this worthlefs verfe. 
The tribute of an humble Mufe, 
*Tis all the portion of my niggard flars ; 
Nature the hidden fpark did at my birth infufe. 
And kindled firfl with indolence and eafe ; 

And fince, too oft' debauched by praife, 
'Tis now grown an incurable difeafe : 
In vain to quench this foolifh fire I try 
In wifdom and philofophy: 
' In vain all wholefome herbs I fow, 
Where nought 6ut weeds will grow : 
Whatever I plant (like corn on barren earth) 
By an equivocal birth 
Seeds, and runs up to poetry* 

ODE 



ODE, 



T O T H E 



ATHENIAN SOCIETY. 

Moor-Park, Feb. 14, 1691. 

L 

A S when the deluge firft began to fall, 

That mighty ebb, never to flow again. 
When this huge body's moifture was fo great, 

It quite overcame the vital heat ; 
That mountain, which was higheft firft of all, 
Appeared above the univerfal main. 
To blefs the primitive failor's weary fight ! 
And 'twas perhaps PamafRis, if in height 

It be as great as 'tis in fame, 

And nigh to Heaven as is its name : 
So, after th' inundation of a war. 
When Learning's little houfhold did embark. 
With her world's fruitful fyftem, in her facred ark, 

At the firft ebb of noife and fears, 
Philofophy's exalted head appears ; 
And the Dove-Mufe will flow no longer ftay. 
But plumes her filver wings, and flies away ; 

And now a laurel wreath fhe brings from far, 

To crown the happy conqueror, 

To fhew the flood begins to ceafe. 
And brings the dear reward of vidory and peace. 

IL The 
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IL 
The eager Mufe took wing upon the wavesMeclirie^ 
When war her cloudy afpe£t juft withdrew, 
When the bright fun of peace began to fhine, 
Aild for a while in heavenly contemplation fat, 
. On the high top of peaceful Ararat ; 
And pluck'd a laurel branch (for laurel was the firft 

that grew, 
The firft of plants after the thunder ftortti and rain) 
And thence, with joyful nimble wihgj 
Flew dutifully back again, 
And made an humble chaplet fof the King*. 

And the DoverMufe is fled once more, 
(Glad of the viftory, yet frightened at the war) 
And now difcovers froni afar 
A peaceful and a flourifhing fhore j 
No fooner did (he land 
On the delightful ftrand, 
Than ftraight fhe fees the country all arottrtd| 
Where fatal Neptune rul'd erewhile, 
Scatter'd with flowery vales, with fruitful gardeflS 
crown'd. 

And many a pleafant Wood ! 
As if the univerfal Nile 
Had rather watered it than dfoWnM i 
It feems fome floating piece of paradife^ 

PrefervM by wonder from the flood, 
Long wandering through the deep, as wef itt told 
Fam'd Delos did of old j 

♦ The Ode I writ to the King in Ireland^ Swift. This 

cannot now be recovered^ 

And 
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And the tranfported Mufe imagined it 
To be a fitter birth-place for the God of wit, 
Qr the much-talkM oracular grove ; 
When, with amazing joy, fhe hears 
/Vn unknown mufick all around, 
Charming her greedy ears, 
With many a heavenly fong 
Of nature and of art, of deep philofophy and lovej 
- While angels tune the voice, apd God infjpires the 
tongu?. 
In vain fhe catches at the empty found. 
In vain purfues the mufick with her longing eye, 
And 90urts the wanton echoes as they fly. 

III. 
Pardpn, ye great unknown, and far-exalted mei^ 
The wild excurfions of a youthful pen ; 

Forgive a young, and (almoft) Virgin-M\ife| 
Whom blind and eager quriofity 
(Yet curiofity, they fay, 
Js In her fex a prime needs no excufe) 

Has forcM to grppe her uncouth way. 
After a mighty Irght that leads her wandering eye. 
No wonder then Ihe quits the narrow path of f^nfc 
For a dear ramble through impertinence ; 
Impertinence ! the fcurvy of mai:^kind. 
y^nd all we fools, who are the greater part of It, 
Though we Ije p,f two different fadions ftill, 

Both the goocJ-rUaturM and the ill. 
Yet wherefoe'er you look, ycu'il always find 
■W^e join, like flies and ^aips, in buzzing about witt 

4 In 
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In me, who am of the firft feft of thefe, 
. All merit, that tranfcends the humble rules 

Of my own dazzled fcanty fenfe. 
Begets a kinder folly and impertinence 

Of admiration and of praife. 
And our good brethren of the furly fe£l, 

Muft e'en all herd u6 with their kindred fools : 
For though, poffefs'd of prefent vogue, they Ve 
made 
Railing, a rule of wit, and obloquy, a trade ; 
Yet the fame want of brains produces each efFed. 
And you, whom Pluto's helm does wifely fhroud 

From us, the blind and thoughtlefs crowd. 
Like the fam'd hero in his mother's cloud. 
Who both our follies and impertinences fee, 
J)o laugh perhaps at theirs, and pity mine and mct 

IV. 

But cenfure's to be underftood 

Th' authentic mark of the eledt, 
The public ftamp Heaven fets on all that's great 
and good. 
Our fhallow fearch and judgment to direct. 

The war, methinks, has made ' 
Our wit and learning narrow as our trade } 
Inftead of boldly failing far, to buy 
A ftock of wifdom and philofophy. 

We fondly ftay at home, in fear 

Of every cenfuring privateer ; 
Forcing a wretched trade by beating down the fale 

And felling bafely by retail. 

The 
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The wits, I mean the atheifts of the age. 
Who fain would rule the pulpit, as they do the ftage ; 
Wondrous refiners of philofophy, 
Of morals and divinity. 
By the new modifh fyftem of reducing all to fenfe, 
Againfl all logick, and concluding laws. 
Do own th' efFeds of Providence^ 
And yet deny the caufct 

V. 

This hopeful fed, now it begins to fee 
How little, very little, do prevail 
Their firft and chiefeft force 
To cenfure, to cry down, and rail. 
Not knowing what, or where, or who you be, 
WiU quickly take another courfe : 

And, by their never-failing ways 
Of folving all appearances they pleafe. 
We foon fhall fee them to their ancient methods fall, 
And ftraight deny you to be men, or any thing at all, 

I laugh at the grave anfwer they will make. 
Which they have always ready, general, and cheap : 
'Tis but to fay, that what we daily meet. 
And by a fond miftake 
Perhaps imagine to be wondrous wit. 
And think, alas ! to be by mortals writ, 
Is but a crowd of atoms juftling in a heap j 

Which from eternal feeds begun, 
Juftling fome thoufand years till ripenM by the fun j 
They're now, juft now, as naturally born, 
A3 from the womb of earth a field of corn. 

VL But 
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.VI. 

But as for poor contented me. 
Who muft my weaknefs and my ignorance confefs, 
Tliat I believe in much I ne*er can hope to fee ; 
Mcthinks I 'm fatisfy'd to guefs. 
That this new, noble, and delightful fcene, 
Is wonderfully mov'd by fome exalted men. 

Who have well ftudied in the world's difeafe, 
(That epidemic error and depravity. 
Or in our judgment or our eye) 
That what fuiprizes u? can only pleafe. 
We often fearch contentedly the whole world round. 
To make fome great difcovery ; 
And fcorn it when 'tis found. 
Juft fo the mighty Nile has fufFer'd in its fame, 

Becaufe 'tis faid (and perhaps only faid) 
We've found a little inconfiderable head, 

That feeds the huge unequal ftream. 
Confider human folly, and you'll quickly own. 

That all the praifes it can give. 
By which fome fondly boaft they fhall for ever live. 
Won't pay th' impertinence of being known : 
E4fe why fhould the fam'd Lydian king, 
(Whom all the charms of an ufurped wife and ftate. 
With all that power unfelt, courts mankind to ba 
great. 
Did with new unexperiencM glories wait) 
Still wear, ftill doat, on his invifible ring ? 

VILWero 
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VII. 
Were I to form a regular thought of Fame^ 
Which is perhaps as hard t' imagine right. 
As to paint Echo to the fight ; 
1 would not draw th' idea fronl an empty name ; 
Becaufe, alas ! when we all die. 
Carelefs and ignorant pofterity, 
I Although they praife the learning and the wit, 
m ^ And though the title feems to fhow 
r The name and man by whom the book was writ, 
Yet how fhall they be brought to know, 
Whether that very name was he, or you, or I ? 
Lefs fhoulc^ 1 daub it o'er with tranfitory praife, 

And water-colours of thefe days : 
Thcfe days ! where e'en th' extravagance of poetry^ 
Is at a lofs for figures to exprefs 
Men's folly, whimfies, and inconftancy, 
And by a faint defcription makes them lefs. 
^Then jfcell us what is Fame, where fhall we fearch 

for it ? 

Look where exalted Virtue and Religion fit, 
Enthron'd with heavenly Wit ! 
Look where you fee 
The greateft fcorn of learned vanity ! 
(And then how nluch a nothing is mankind ! 
, Whofe reafon is weigh'd down by popular air, 
Who^ by that, vainly talks of baffling death ; 

And hopes to lengthen life by a transfufion of 
breath, 
Which yet whoe'er examines right will find 
To be an art as vain as bottling up of wind !) 
vidien you find out thefe, believe true Fame 
is there, 
i Vol. VIL '^ C I^^x 
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Far above all reward, yet to which all is due : 
And this, ye great unknown ! is only kttown 
in you. 

VIII. 
The' juggling fea-god, when by chance trepan'd 
By fome inflrufted querift fleeping on the fand^ 
Impatient of all anfwers, ftrait became 
A ftealing brook, and ftrove to creeg^Way^ I 
Into his native fea^ " ^ \ 

Vext at their follies, murmurM in his ftream^ 
But difappointed of his fond delire, 
Would vanilh in a pyramid of fire, 
^is furly flippery God, when he defign'd 

To furnifli his efcapes, 
Ne'er borrowed more variety of fhapes 
' Than you to pleafe and fatisfy mankind. 
And feem (almoft) transform'd to water, flarw^i 
and air. 
So well you anfwer 'all phasnomena there 
Though madmen and the wits, philofophers and 

fools, 
With all that fadious or enthufiaftic dotards dream, 
And all the incoherent jargon of the fchools; 
Though all the fumes of fear, hope, love, aad 
ihame. 
Contrive to fliock your minds with many" a fenfe* 

lefs doubt ; 
Doubts where the Delphic God would grope ia 
ignorance and night, 
The God of learning and of light *• . 

Would want a God himfelf to help him out. Ifc 

IX, 
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ft 

IX. 
Philofophy, as it before us lies, 
Seems to have borrowM fome ungrateful tafle •, 
Of doubts, impertinence, and niceties, 
From every age through which it pafs'd. 
But always with a ftronger relifh of the iaft. 
This beauteous queen, by Heaven defignM 
To be the great original 
Fd^nan to drefs and polifh his uncourtly mind, 
Inrwhat mock habits have they put her fmce the fall ! 
More oft' in fools and madmens hands thai? iages 
She feems a medley of all ages. 
With a huge fardingale to fwell her fuftlan ftuflf", 
A new commode, a top-knot, and a rufF,- 
lb. Her face patch'd o'er with modern pedantr}% 
K- \^^ith a long fweeping train 

r Of comments and difputes, ridiculous and vain, 
1 of old cut with a new dy^: 
ow foon have you reftor'd her chajms 
And rid her of her lumber and her books, 
Dreft her again genteel and neat. 
And rather tight than great ! 
How fond we are to court her to our arms ! 
How much of Heaven is in her naked looks ! 

X. 

Thus the deluding Mufe oft' blinds me to her ways. 
And ev'n my very thoughts transfers 
And changes all to beauty, and the praife 
Of that proud tyrant fex of hers. 
The rebel Mufe, alas ! takes part 
But with my own rebellious heart, 

C 2 And 
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And you with fatal and immortal wit confpiref 
To fan th' unhappy fire. 
Cruel unknown ! what is it you intend ? 
Ah ! could you, could you hope a poet for your 
friend ! 
Rather forgive what my firft tranfport faid : 
May all the blood, which fhall by woman's fcorn 
be fhed, 
Lie upon you and on your childrens* head ? 
For you (ah ! did L think I e'er fhould live to fee 
The fatal time when that could be !) 
Have ev'n increas'd their pride and cruelty. 
Woman feems now above all vanity grown. 
Still boafting of her great unknown 
Platonic champions, gain'd without one female wile, 
Or the vaft charges of a fmile ; 
Which 'tis a (hame to fee how much of late 
You 've taught the covetous wretches to o*er-rate. 
And which they Ve now the confciences to weigh 
In the fame balance with our tears. 
And with fuch fcanty wages pay 
The bondage and the flavery of years. 
Let the vain fex dream on ; the empire cames from us^ 
And had they common generofity^ 
They would not ufe us thus. 
Well — ^though you've rais'd her to this high degree^ 

Ourfelves are raised as well as fhe ; 
And, fpite of all that they or you can do, 
'Tis pride and happinefs enough to me. 
Still to be of the fame exalted lex with you* . 



Xh 
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XL 

Alas, how fleeting and how vain, 
Is ev'n the nobler man, our leariung and our wit*! 
I figh whene'er I think of it : 
As at the clofing of an unhappy fcene 
Of fome great king and conqueror's death. 
When the fad melancholy Mufe 
Stays but to catch his utmoft breath. 
I grieve, this nobler work moft hapjpily begun. 
So quickly and fo wonderfully carry'd on, • 
yisLy fall at laft to intereft, folly, and abufe. 
There is a npon-tide in our lives. 
Which ftill the fooner it arrives, 
Although we boaft our winter-fun looks bright. 
And foolifhly are glad to fee it at its height, 
Yet fo much fooner comes the long and gloomy night* 

No conqueft ever yet begun. 
And by one mighty hero carried to its height, 
E*er flouriflxM under a fucceffor or a fon ; ^ 
It loft fome mighty pieces through all hands it paft. 
And vanifliM to an empty title in the laft. 
For, when the animating mind is fled 
(Which nature never can retain, 
Nor e'er call back again) 
The body, though gigantic, lies all cold and dead. 

XII. 
And thus undoubtedly 'twill fare. 
With what unhappy men (hall dare 
To be fucceflbrs to thefe great unknown. 

On Learning's high-eftablifli'd throne. , 

C 3 Cenfure, 
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Who that had wit would place it here. 
For every peeping fop to jeer ? 
In power of fpittle and a clout. 
Whene'er he pleafe to blot it out ; 
And then, to heighten his difgrace. 
Clap his own nonfenfe in the place. 
Whoe'er expeds to hold his part 
In fuch a book, and fuch a heart, 
If he be wealthy, and a fool. 
Is in all points the litteft tool ; 
Of whom it may be juftly faid. 
He 's a gold pencil tipped with lead. 



Mrs. HARRIS'S PETITION. 
1699. 

'T^ O their Excellencies the Lords Juftices of Ire- 

* land *, The humble petition of Frances Harris, 
Who muft ftarve, and die a maid, if it mifcarries ; 

Humbly fheweth. 

That I went to warm myfelf in lady Betty's f cham- 
ber, becaufe I was cold ; 

And I had in a purfefeven pounds, four fhillings, and 
fix pence, befides farthings in money and gold ; 

So, becaufe I had been buying things for my Lady 
lail night, 

I was refolved to tell my money, to fee if it wa^ 
right. 

• The carls of Berkeley and of Galway. 

•)• Lady Betty Berkeley, afterward Gcrmaine. 

' ^ C 4 Now, 
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Now, ycu muft know, becaufe my trunk has a very? 

bad lock, 
Therefore all the money I have, which, God knows^ 

is a very fmall flock, 
I keep in my pocket, ty'd about my middle, ncxtl 

to my fmock. -^ 

So when I went to put up my purfe, as God would 

have it, my fmock was unript. 
And, inftead of putting it into my pocket, down 

it flipt ; 
Then the bell rung, and I went down to put my 

Lady to-bed ; 
And, God knows, I thought my money was as fafe 

as my maidenhead. 
So, when I came up again, I found my pocket feel 

very light ; 
But when I fearchM, ^nd mifsM my purfe, Lord ! J, 

thought I fhould have funk outright. 
Lord ! Madam, fays Mary, how d'ye do ? Indeed, 

fays I, never worfe : 
But pray, Mary, can you tell what I have doqc 

with my purfe ? 
Lord help me ! fays Mary, I nev^r ftirrM out of 

this place : 
Nay, faid I, I had it in Lady Betty's chamber, that'a 

a plain cafe. 
So Mary got me to bed, and cover'd me up warm ; 
However, fhe ftole away my garters, that I might 

do myfelf no harm. 
So I tumbled and tpfs'd all night, as you may very- 
well think, 
But hardly ever fet my eyes together, or flept a wink, 

5 So 
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jSo I was a-dreamM, methought, that we went and 

fearch'd the folks round, 
And in a corner of Mrs. Dukes's * box, ty*d in a 

rag, the money was found. 
So next morning we told Whittle t, and he fell: a- 

fwearing : 
Then my dame Wadgar ij; came ; and fhe, you 

know, is thick of hearing. 
Dame, faid I, as loud as I could bawl, do you know 

what a lofs I have had ? 
Nay, faid (he, my lord Cclway*s § folks are all 

very fad : 
For my Lord Dromedary [| comes a Tuefday with-? 

out fail. 
Pugh ! faid I, but that's not the bufmefs that I ail. 
Says Gary **, fays he, I have been a fervant this five 

and twenty years, come fpring. 
And in all the places I livM I never heard of fuch 

a thing. 
Yes, fays the fteward f f , I remember when I was at 

my Lady Shrewfbury\s, 
Such a thing as this happened juft about the time of 

goofeberrics. 
So I went to the party fufpeded, and I found her 

full of grief; 
Now, you muft know, of all things in the world, 1 

hate a thief: 

• Wife to one of the footmen. 
t Earl of Berkeley's valet. 
X The old deaf houfckceper. 
^ Gal way. 

y The earl of Drogheda, who with ^c primate was to fuccccl 
di^ two earls. 
' ♦• Clerk of the kitchen, tt Ferris. 

HQwevcTi 
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However, I was refolv'd to bring the difcourfe ffily 

about : 
Mrs. Dukes, faid I, here's an ugly accident has hap- 

pen'd out : 
Tis not that I value the money three Ikips of a 

loufc * ; 
But the thing I ftand upon is the credit of the houfe. 
'Tis true, feven pounds, four (hillings, and fix pence, 

makes a great hole in my wages : 
Befides, as they fay, fervice is no inheritance in 

thefe ages. 
Now, Mrs. Dukes, you know, and every body un- 

derftands, 
That though 'tis hard to judge, yet money can't go 

without hands. 
The devil take me ! faid ihe (bleffing herfelf ) if 

ever I faw 't ! 
So flie roar'd like a Bedlam, as though I had call'd 

her all to naught. 
So you know, what could I fay to her any more ? 
I e'en left her, and came away as wife as I was 

before. 
Well ; but then they would have had me gone to 

the cunning man ! 
No, faid I, 'tis the fame thing, the chaplain will be 

here anon. 
So the chaplain f came in. Now the fervants fay he 

is my fweetheart, 
Becaufe he's always in my chamber, and I always 

take his part. 



• A ufual faying of hers, 
t Dr. Swift. 



SOj 
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So, as the devil would have it, before I was aware, 

out I blunder'd. 
Par/on^ fdd I, can you caft a nativity^ when a body's 

plundered ? 
(Now you rauft know, he hates to be call'd parfon 

like the devil I) 
Truly, fays he, Mrs. Nab, it might become you to 

be more civil ; 
If your money be gone, as a learned divine fays, 

d*ye fee. 
You are no text for my handling ;fo take that from me: 
I was never taken for a conjurer before, Td have 

you to know. 
Lord ! faid I, don't be angry, I am fure I never 

thought you fo ; 
You know I honour the cloth j I defign to be a 

parfon' s wife ; ^ 

I never took one in your coat for a conjurer in all 

my life. 
With that he twifted his girdle at me like a rope, as 

who fhould fay. 
Now you may go hang yourfelf for me ! and fo 

went away. 
Well : I thought I fhould have fwoon'd. Lord ! 

faid I, what fhall I do ? 
I have loft my money, and Ihall lofe my true love 

too ! 
Then my Lord call'd me : Harry *, faid my Lord, 

don't cry ; 
I'll give you fomething towards thy lofs : and, fays 

my Lady, fo will I. 

^ A cant of word of lord and lady B. to Mrs. Harris. 

Oh! 
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Oh! but faid I, what if, after all, the chaplain 

won't come to ? 
for that, he faid, (an't picafe your Excellencies,) I 

mull petition you. 

The premifes tenderly confider'd, I defire your Ex-f 

cellencies protection. 
And that I may have a fhare in next Sunday's co^ 

ledion; 
Apd) over and above, that I may have your Excel-i 

lencies letter, 
With an order for the chaplain aforefaid, or, in-» 

ftcad of him, a better : 
And then your poor petitioner, both night and day, 
pr the chaplain (for 'tis his trade)^ as in d|uty bound, 

fliall ever pray. 

A BALLAD. 
ON THE GAME OF TRAFFIC, 

Written at the Cafile of Dublin, 1699. 

JUT Y Lord *, to find out who muft deal, 
■ Delivers cards about. 

But the firft knave does feldom^ fail 
To find the dodtor out. 

But then his Honour cry'd, Gadzooks ! 

And feem'd to knit his brow : 
For on a knave he never looks 

But h' thinks upon Jack How f . 



• The earl of Berkeley, 
f Paymaitcr to the amp/. 



My 
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My Lady, though (he is no player, 

Some bungling partner takes. 
And, wedgM in comer of a chair^ 

Takes fnufF, and holds the flakes. 

Dame Floyd looks out in grave fufpenfci 
. For pair-royals and fequents j 
But, wifely cautious of her pence. 
The caflle feldom frequents. 

Quoth Herries, fairly putting cafes, 

Td won it on my word. 
If I had but a pair of aces, 

And could pick up a third. 

But Wefton has a new-caft gown 

On Sundays to be fine in, 
And, if fhe can but win a crown, 

'Twill juft new-dye the lining. 

•* With thefe is Parfon Swift, 

" Not knowing how to fpend his time, 

*' Does make a wretched fliift, 

" To deafen them with puns and rhyme.'* 

A BALLAD, 

To the Tune of. The Cut-purse *. 
I. 
/^NCE on a time, as old ftories rehcarfe, 

A friar would need fhew his talent in Latin j 
But was forely put to't in the midft of a verfe, 
Becaufe he could find no word to come pat in : 

■ '••Lady Betty-Berkeley, binding the preceding rerfcs in the aathor's 
iDom . unfinilhedy wrote under them the concluding flanza; which 

Eve <$tcafion to this ballad, written by the author la a counterfeit 
ad« at if a third perfon had done it. 
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Then all in the place 
He left a void fpace^ 
And fo went to bed in a defperate cafe : 
When behold the next morning a wonderful riddle ! 
He found it was ftrangely fillM up in the middle. 
Cho. Let cenfuring critics then think what they 
Uft on't ; 

Who would not write verfes with fuch 
an ailiilant ? 

11. 
This put me the friar into an amazement : 

For he wifely confiderM it muft be a fprite ; 
That he came through the key-hole, or in at the 
cafement ; 
And it need muft be one that could both read 
and write : 

Yet he did not know 
If it were friend or foe, 
Or whether it came from above or below : 
However, 'twas civil, in angel or elf. 
For he ne'er could have fill'd it fo well of himfelf. 
Chor. Let cenfuring, Sffc. 

III. 

Even fo Mafter Dodor had puzzled his brains 

In making a ballad, but was at a ftand : 
He had mixt little wit with a great deal of painB^ 
When he found a new help from invifible hand* 
Then, good Dodor Swift, 
Pay thanks for the gift. 
For you freely muft own, you were at a dead lift: 

And, 
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And, though fome malicious young fpirit did do't. 
You may know by the hand it had no cloven foot. 
Chor. Let cenfuring, S^c. 
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^117 HEN wife lord Berkeley firftcame here*, 

Statefmen and mob expedled wonders. 
Nor thought to find fo great a peer 

Ere a week paft committing blunders. 
Till on a day cut out by fate. 

When folks came thick to make their court, 
Out flipt a myftery of ftate. 

To give the town and country fport. 
Now enters f Bufh with new ftate airs, 

His lordfhip's premier minifter ; 
And who, in all profound affairs. 

Is held as needful as his J clyfter. 
With head reclining on his Ihoulder, 

He deals and hears myfterious chat. 
While every ignorant beholder, 

Afks of his neighbour, who is that ? 
With this he put up to my lord. 

The courtiers kept their diftance due. 
He twitch'd his fleeve, and ftole a word j 

Then to a corner both withdrew. 

* To Ireland, as one of the lords juftices. 
t 6a(h, by fome underhand infinuaciony obtained the pofl of Se- 
cretary ; which had been promifed to Swifc. 
X Always taken before my lord went to council. 

Imagine 
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Imagine now, my lord and Bufh 

Whifpering in junto moft profound, 
Like good king * Phyz and good king U(hj 

While all the reft ftood gaping round. 
At length a fpark not too well bred, 

Of forward face and ear acute. 
Advanced on tiptoe, lean'd his head. 

To over-hear the grand difpute ; 
To learn what Northern kings defign, 

Or from Whitehall fome new exprefs^ 
Papifts difarm'd, or fall of coin ; 

For fure (thought he) it can't be lefs. 
My lord, faid Bufli, a friend and I, 

DifguisM in two old thread-bare coats^ 
Ere morning's dawn, ftole out to ipy 

How markets went for hay and oats. 
With that he draws two handfuls out, 

The one was oats, the other hay ; 
Puts this to's excellency's fnout, 

And begs he would the other weigh* 
My lord feems pleas'd, but ftill direds 

By all means to bring down the rates } 
Then, with a congee circumflex, 

Bufh, fmiling round on all retreats. 
Our liftener ftood a while confusM, 

But gathering fpirits, wifely ran for't, 
Enrag'd to fee the world abus'd. 

By two fuch whifpering kings of Brentford- 

• See " The Reh^arfal.'* 
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THE PROBLEM. 

'^^ That my lord Berkeley stinks, 
when he 113 in love." 

TTV I D ever problem thilsr perplex, 
'"^^"^ Or more employ, the female fex ? 
Bo fweet a paffion, who would think, 
Jove ever formM to make a ftink ? 
The ladies vow and fwear, they*ll try, 
"Whether it be a truth or lie. 
Love's fire> it feems, like inward heat, 
Works in my lord by ftool and fweat. 
Which brings a ftink from every pore, « 
And from behind and from before ; 
'Yetj what is wonderful to tell it, 
None but the favourite nymph can fmell it. 
But now, to folve the natural caufe 
By fober philofophic laws : 
Whether all paffions, when in ferment, 
Work out as anger does in vermin j 
So, when a weazel you torment, 
You find his pafiion by his fccHt. 
We read of kings, who, in a fright, 
Though on a throne, would fall to Ih — • 
Betide all this, deep fcholars know, 
That the main ftring of Cupid's bow. 
Once on a time was an a — gut ; 
Now to a nobler office put. 
By favour or defert preferred 
trom giving paflage to a t — j 

Vol. VII. D But 
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But flill, though fixM among the ftars 
Does fympathize with human a — . 
Thus, when you feel a hard-bound breech. 
Conclude love's bow-ftring at full ftretch. 
Till the kind loofenefs comes, and then 
Conclude the bow relaxM again. 

And now, the ladies all are bent 
To try the great experiment. 
Ambitious of a regent's heart. 
Spread all their charms to catch a f — ; 
Watching the firft unfavoury wind. 
Some ply before, and fome behind. 
My lord, on fire amid the dames, 
F — ^ts like a laurel in the flames. 
The fair approach the fpeaking part. 
To try the back-way to his heart. 
For, as when we a gun difcharge, 
Although the bore be ne'er fo large. 
Before the flame from muzzle burft, 
Juft at the breech it flafhes firft : 
So from my lord his paflTion broke. 
He f— d firft, and then he fpoke. 

The ladies vanilh in the fmother, 
To confer notes with one another j 
And now they all agreed to name 
Whom each-one thought the happy dame. 
Quoth Neal, whate'er the reft may think, 
I'm fure 'twas I, that fmelt the ftink. 
You fmell the ftink ! by G — d, you lye, 
Quoth Rofs, for I'll be fworn 'twas I. 

LadieSi 
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Ladies, quoth Levens, pray forbear : 
Let's not fall out ; we all had fliare^ 
And, by the moft I can difcover, • 
My lord's a univerfal lover. 

THE DESCRIPTION 
o p 

A SALAMANDER. 1706. 

Pliny, Nat. Hift. lib. x. c. 67. lib. xxix. c. 4. 

A S maftiff dogs in modern phrafe are 
-^^ Caird Pompey, Scipio, and Csefar j 
As pies and daws are often ftylM 
With Chriftian nicknames, like a child ; 
As we fay Monfieur to an Ape, 
Without offence to human fhape ; 
So men have got, from bird and brute. 
Names that would beft their natures fuit. 
The Lion, Eagle, Fox, and Boar, . 
Were Heroes titles heretofore, 
Beftow'd aS hieroglyphics (it 
To fliew their valour, ftrength, or wit : 
For what is underftood hy fam^^ 
Befide the getting of a name ? 
But, e*er fmce men invented guns, 
A different way their fancy runs : 
To paint a Hero, we inquire ^ 

For fomething that will conquer Jire. 
Would you defcribe Turenne ot Trump ? , 

Think of a bucket or ^pinnp. 
Are thefe too low ? — then find out grander. 
Call my lord Cutts a Salamander. 

D 2 Tis 
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Tis well ; — ^but, fince we live among 
Detradiors with an evil tongue, 
Who may objedt againft the term, 
Pliny (hall prove, what we affirm : 
Pliny fliall prove and we'll apply, 
And rU be judgM by ftanders-by. 

Firft, then, our author has defined 
This reptile of the Serpent kind. 
With gaudy coat and fhining train ; 
But loathfome fpots his body ftain : 
Out from fome hole obfcure he flies. 
When rains defcend, and tempefts rife. 
Till the fun clears the air ; and then 
Crawls back negledled to his den. 

So, when the war has rais'd a ftorm, 
Tve feen a Snake in human form, 
All ftain'd with infamy and vice, 
Leap from the dunghill in a trice, 
Burnifh, and make a gaudy fhow. 
Become a general, peer, and beau. 
Till peace has made the Iky fcrene ; 
Then fhrink into its hole again. 
" All this we grant — why then look yonder. 
" Sure that muft be a Sajamander !'* 

Farther, we are by Pliny told. 
This Serpent is extremely cold } 
So cold, that put it in the fire, 
'Twill make the very flames expire s 
Befides, it fpues a filthy froth 
(Whether through rage or luft, or both) 
Of matter purulent and white, 
Which, happening on the fkin to light, 
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And there corrupting to a wound, 
Spreads leprofy 4nd baldncfs round. 

So I have feen a battered beau, 
By age and claps grown cold as fnow. 
Whole breath or touch, where-e'er he came. 
Blew out love's torch, or chill'd the flame : 
And fliould fome nymph, who ne'er was cruel, 
X«ike Charlton cheap, or fam'd Du-Ruel, 
Receive the filth which he ejeds,. 
She foon would find the fame eflfeds^ 
Her tainted carcafe to purfue. 
As from the Salamander's fpue ; • 

A difinal fhedding of her locks, 
And, if no leprofy, a pox.^ 
** Then I'll appeal to each by-ftander^ 
^^ If this be not a Salamandar ?'* 

T O T H E 

EARL OF PETERBOROW, 

Who commanded the British forces in Spain* 

Ti/rORDANTO fills the trump of f^me, 
■ The Chriftian worlds his deeds proclaim. 
And prints are cro^srded with his name. 

In journies he outrides the poft. 
Sits up till midnight with his hoft. 
Talks politics^ and gives the toaft. 

Knows every prince in Europe's face, 
Flies like a fquib from place to place, 
And travels not, but runs a race, 

D 3 From 
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From Paris gazette a-Ia-main, 
This day arrivM, without his train, 
Mordanto in a week from Spain. 

A meflenger comes all a-reek 
Mordanto at Madrid to feek ; 
He left the town above a week. 

Next day the poflboy winds his horn^ 
And rides through Dover in the mora : 
Mordanto's landed from Leghorn. 

Mordanto gallops on alone. 
The roads are with his followers ftrown,' 
This breaks a girth, and that a bone ; 

His body adive as his mind. 
Returning found in limb and wind, ' 
Except fome leather loft behind. 

A fkelcton in outward figure. 
His meagre corpfe, though full of vigour. 
Would halt behind him, w^ere it bigger. 

So wonderful his expedition. 
When you have not the leaft fufpicion, 
He's with you like an apparition. 

Shines in all climates like a ftar ; 
In fenates bold, and fierce in war ; 
A land commander, and a tar : 

Heroic adions early bred in, 
Ne'er to be matched in modern reading. 
But by his name-fake Charles of Sweden. 
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ONTHEUNION. 

'Tp H E queen has lately loft a part 

•* Of her ENTIRELY-ENGLISH * hcart, 
For want of which, by way of botch. 
She piec'd it up again with scotch. 
Bleft revolution ! which creates 
Divided hearts, united ftates ! 
See how the double nation lies, 
Like a rich coat, with fkirts of frize : * 
As if a man, in making pofies. 
Should bundle thiftles up with rofes. 
Who ever yet a union faw 
Of kingdoms without faith or law ? 
Henceforward let no ftatefman dare 
A kingdom to a fhip compare ; 
Left he fliould call our commonweal, 
A veffel with a double keel : 
Which, juft like ours, new rigg'd and mannM, 
And got about a league from land, 
By change of wind to leeward fide. 
The pilot knew not how to guide. 
So tofling fadlion will overwhelm 
Our crazy double-bottom'd realm. 

* The motto on queen Anne's coronation medalt 
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ON Mrs, BIDDY FLOYD, 

Or> the R]^CBiPT to form a Beauty. 

TX7HEN Cupid did his grandfire Jove intreat 

To form fome Beauty by a new receipt, 
Jove fent, and found, far in a country-fcene. 
Truth, innocence, good nature, look ferene : 
From which ingredients firft the dextrous boy 
PickM the demure, the awkward, and the coy. 
The Graces, from the court did next provide 
Breeding, and wit, and air, and decent pride : 
Thefe Venus cleans from every fpurious .grain 
Of nice, coquet, afFeded, pert, and vain. 
Jove mixM up all, and his beft clay. employed i 
Then call'd the happy Compofition Floyd. 

APOLLO OUTWITTED. 

To the Honourable Mrs. Finch, afterwards Countefs qf 
WiNCHELSE A, uxidcr her name of Ardelia. •> 

pHOEBUS, now (hortening every (hade^^ 

Up to the northern tropic came. 
And thence beheld a lovely maid. 
Attending on a royal dame. 

The god laid down his feeble rays. 

Then lighted from his glittering coach ; 
.But fenc'd his head with his own bays, 
Before he durft the nymph approach. 

4 Under 
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Under thofe facred leaves, fecure 

From common lightning of the fkieS| 

He fondly thought he might endure 
The fialhes of Anlelia's eyes. 

The nymph, who oft had read in books 
Of that bright god whom bards invoke^ 

Soon knew Apollo by his looks, 

And guefsM his bufmefs ere he fpoke. 

He, in the old celeftial canf, 

ConfefsM his flame, and fwore by Styx, 
Whatever fhe would defire, to grant — 

But wife Ardelia knew his tricks. 

Ovid had wamM her, to beware 

Of ftrolling gods, whofe ufual trade Is, 

Under pretence of taking air. 
To pick up fublunary ladies, 

Howe'er, Ihe gave no flat denial. 

As having malice in her heart ; 
Ajnd was refolv'd upon a trial. 

To cheat the god in his own art. 

' 'Hear my requeft, the virgin faid ; 

Let which I pleafe of all the Nine / 
Attend, whene'er I want their aid, 
Obey my call, and only mine. 

By vow obligM, by pafllon led. 

The god could not refufe her prayer : 

He wav'd his wreath thrice o'er her iiead. 
Thrice mutter'd fomething to the air. 

And now he thought to feize his due j 
But fhe the charm abready tried; 

Thalia 
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Thalia heard the call, and flew 
To wait at bright Ardelia's fide. 

On fight of this celeftial prude^ 
Apollo thought it vain to ftay ; 

Nor in her prefence durft be rude , 
But made his leg, and went away. 

He hop'd to find fome lucky hour, 
When on their Queen the Mufes wait ; 

But Pallas owns Ardelia's power ; 
For vows divine are kept by Fate. 

Then, full of rage, Apollo fpoke : 
Deceitful Nymph ! I fee thy art ; 

And, though I can't my gift revoke, 
ril difappoint its nobler part. 

Let ftubborn pride poflfefs thee long, 
And be thou negligent of fame ; 

With every Mufe to grace thy fong, 
May'ft thou defpife a poet's name ! 

Of modefl poets thou be firft ; 

To filent fhades repeat thy verfe, 
Till Fame and Echo abnoft burft. 

Yet hardly dare one line rehearfe. 

^And laft, my vengeance to complete, 
May'ft thou defcend to take renown, 

Prevailed on by the thing you hate, 
A Whig ! and one that wears a gown ! 



VAN- 
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VANBRUGH'S HOUSE, 

Built from the Ruins of Whitehall, 1706. 

T N times of ©Id, when time was young, 

And poets their own verfes fung, 
A verfe would draw a ftone or beam. 
That now would over-load a team ; 
LfCad them a dance of many a mile. 
Then rear them to a goodly pile. 
£ach number had its different power : / •; 

Heroic drains could build a tower j 
Sonnets, or Elegies to Chloris, 
Might raife a houfe about two ftories ; 
A Lyric Ode would flate ; a Catch 
Would tile ; an Epigram would thatch. 
But, to their own or landlord's coft. 
Now poets feel this art is loft. 
Not one of all our tuneful throng 
Can raife a lod^ng for a fong. 
For Jove confider'd well the cafe, 
Obferv'd they grew a numerous race : 
And ftiould they build as faft as write, 
'Twould ruin undertakers quite. 
This evil therefore to prevent, 
He wifely changed their element : 
On earth the god of wealth was made 
Sole patron of the building trade ; 
Leaving the wits the fpacious air. 
With licence to build caftles there : 
And 'tis conceived, their old pretence 
To lodge in garrets comes from thencet 

Premififtg 
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Premifing thus, in modern way, 
The better half we have to fay : 
Sing, Mufe, the houfe of poet Van, 
In higher ftrains than we began. 

Van (for 'tis fit the reader know it) 
Is both a herald and a poet ; 
No wonder then if nicely fkill'd 
In both capacities to build. 
As herald, he can in a day 
Repair a houfe gone to decay ; 
Or, by atchievement, arms, device, 
Erefl: a new one in a trice ; 
And as a poet, he has fkill 
To build in ^culation ftill. 
Great Jove ! he cryM, the art reftorc 
To build by verfe as heretofore, 
And make my Mufe the architedl ; 
What palaces (hall we eredt! 
No longer fhall forfakcn Thames 
Lament his old Whitehall in flames ; 
A pile fhall from its aflies rife. 
Fit to invade or prop the Ikies. 

Jove fmil'd, and like a gentle god, 
Confenting with the ufual nod. 
Told Van, he knew his talent beft. 
And left the choice to his own breaft. 
So Van refolv'd to write a farce ; 
But, well perceiving wit was fcarce. 
With cunning that defed fupplies : 
Takes a French play as lawful prize; 
Steals thence his plot and every joke, 
Not once fufpcding Jove would fmoke j 
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AlikI (like a v/ag fet down to write) 

Would whifper to himfelf, a bite. 

Then, from this motley mingled ftyle, 

Proceeded to eredl his pile. 

So men of old, to gain renown, did 

Build Babel with their tongues confounded. 

Jove faw the cheat, but thought it beft 

To turn the matter to a jeft : 

Down from Olympus' top he Aides, 

Laughing as if he'd burft his (ides : 

Ay, thought the god^ are thefe your tricks ? 

Why then old plays dcferve old bricks ; 

And fince you're fparing of your ftuff^ 

Your building (hall be fmall enough. 

He fpake, and grudging, lent his aid : 

Th' experienced bricks, that knew their trade^ 

(As being bricks at fecond-hand) 

Now move, and now ii^ order ftand. 

The building, as the poet writ, 
Rofe in proportion to his wit : 
And firft the prologue biiilt a wall ; 
So wide as to encompafs all. 
The fcene^ a wood, produced no more 
Than a few fcrubby treed before. 
The plot as yet lay deep ; and fo 
A cellar next was dug below : 
But this a work fo hard was found, 
Two ads it coft him under ground. 
Two other ads^ we may prefume, 
Were fpent in building each a room : 
Tlius far advancM, he made a (hift 
To raife a roof with ad the fifth. 

The 
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*rhe epilogue behind did frame 

A place not decent here to name. 
Now poets from all quarters ran, 

To fee the houfe of brother Van : 

LookM high and low, walked often round j 

But no fuch houfe was to be found. 

One aiks the watermen hard-by, 

** Where may the poet's palace lie V^ 

Another of the Thames inquires. 

If he has feen its gilded fpires? 

At length they in the rubbifli ipy 

A thing refembling a goofe-pye. 

Thither in hafte the poets throng. 

And gaze in filent wonder long. 

Till one in raptures thus began 
To praife the pile and builder Van. 

Tlirice happy poet ! who may'ft trail 
Thy houfe about thee like a fnail : 
Or, harnefs'd to a nag, at eafe 
Takes journeys in it like a chaife; 
Or in a boat, whene'er thou wilt, 
Canft make it ferve thee for a tilt ! 
Capacious houfe ! 'tis own'd by all 
ThouVt well contrived, though thou art fmall : 
For every wit in Britain's ifle 
May lodge within thy fpacious pile. 
Like Bacchus thou, as poets feign. 
Thy mother burnt, art born again. 
Pom like a phoenix from the flame ; 
But neither bulk nor fhape the fame ; 
As animals of largeft fize 
Corrupt to maggots, worms, and flies ; 

A type 
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A type of modern wit and flyle. 
The rubbifh of an ancient pile. 
So chymifts boaft they have a power. 
From the dead aflies of a flower, 
Some faint refemblance to produce. 
But not the virtue, tafte, or juice. 
So modern rhymers wifely blaft 
The poetry of ages pad ; 
Which, after tliey have overthrown. 
They from its ruins build their own. 



THE HISTORY OF 

VANBRUGH^s HOUSE. 

\T7HEN mother Clud had rofe from play, 

And calfd to take the cards away. 
Van faw, but feem'd not to regard. 
How Mifs pick'd every painted card, ' 

And bufy both with hand and eye. 
Soon rear'd a houfe two ftories high. 
Van's genius, without thought or le(Slure|^ 
Is hugely turn'd to architcdlure : 
He view'd the edifice, and fmifd, 
Vow'd it was pretty for a child : 
It was fo perfedt in its kind, 
He kept the model in his mind. 

But, when he found the boys at play, 
And faw them dabbling in their clay, 
He flood behind a ftall to lurk, 
And mark the progrefs of their work; 

With 
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With true delight obferv'd them all 
Raking up mud to build a walL 
The plan he much admir'd, and took 
The model in his table-book : 
Thought himfelf now exaftly IkiU'd^ 
And fo refolv'd a houfe to build ; 
A real houfe, with rooms, and ftairs^ 
Five times at leaft as big as theirs ; 
Taller than Mifs's by two yards ; 
Not a fham thing of clay or cards : 
And fo he did ; for, in a while. 
He built up fuch a monftrous pile. 
That no two chairmen could be found 
Able to lift it from the ground. 
Still at Whitehall it ftands in view, 
Juft in the place where iirft it grew : 
There all the little fchoolboys run, 
^ Envying to fee themfelvcs out-done. 
• From fuch deep rudiments as thefe^ 
Van is become, by due degrees, 
For building fam'd, and juftly reckonM^ 
At court, Vitruvius the fecond : 
No wonder^ fmce wife authors fhow, . 
That belt foundwitlons muft be low : 
And now the duke has wifely ta'en hini 
To be his architect at Blenheim. 

But, raillery at once apart, 
If this rule holds in every' art ; 
Or if his grace were no more fkillM in 
The art of battering walls than building, 
We might expe£l to fee next year, 

A moufe-trap-jn^n chief engineer ! 

BAUCIS 
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BAUCIS AND PHILEMON. 

On the cver-lamentcd Lofs of the Two Yew-trees 
in the Parifli of Chilthorne, Somerfet. 1708. 

Imitated from the Eighth Book of Ovid. 

T N ancient times, as ftory tells, ' 

The faints would often leave their cells, 
And ftroll about, but hide their quality. 
To try good people*s hofpitality. 

It happened on a winter-night, 5" 

As authors of the legend write. 
Two brother-hermits, faints by trade. 
Taking their tour in mafquerade, 
DifguisM in tatterM habits, went 
To a fmall village down in Kent; ■ lO $ 

Where, in the ftroller*s canting ftrain. 
They beggM from door to door in vain. 
Tried every tone might pity win j 
But not a foul would let them in. 

Our wandering faints, in woful ftate, 15 

Treated at this ungodly rate. 
Having through all the village paft. 
To a fmall cottage came at lail ! 
Where dwelt a good old honeft ye*man. 
Called in the neighbourhood Philemon ; 20 

Who kindly did thefe faints invite 
In his poor hut to pafa the night ; 
And then the hofpitable fire 
Bid goody Baucis mend the fire^ 

Vol. VIL E While 
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While he from out the chimney took 25 

A flitch of bacon oflT the hook, 

And freely from the fattefl fide 

Cut out large flices to be fry'd ; 

Then ftep'd afide to fetch them drink, 

Fiird a large jug up to the brink, 30 

And faw it fairly twice go round ; 

Yet (what is wonderful!) they found, 

'Twas ftill replenifti'd to the top. 

As if they ne'er had touched a drop. 

The good old couple were amazM, ^^ 

And often on each other gaz'd ; 

For both were frightened to the heart, ] 

And juft began to cry, — ^What ar't ! ^ 

Then foftly turn'd afide, to view 

Whether the lights were burning blue. 40 : 

The gentle pilgrims, foon aware on*t. 

Told them their calling, and their errand : 

Good folks, you need not be afraid. 

We are but faints, the hermits faid ; 

No hurt fhall come to you or yours : ^j 

But for that pack of churlifh boors, 

Not fit to live on Chriftian ground, ! 

They and their houfes fhall be drown'd j 

While you (hall fee your cottage rife, 

And grow a church before your eyes. m 

They fcarce had fpoke, when fair and foft, - 

The roof began to mount aloft ; ; 

Aloft rofe every beam and rafter ; j 

The heavy wall climb'd flowly after. ' 1 j 

The chimney widened, and grew higher, 55 jj 
Became a fteeple with a ipire. , 1 

The . 
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The kettle to the top was hoift, 
And there flood faftenM to a joift. 
But with the upfide down, to Ihow 
Its inclination for below : 60 

In vain ; for a fuperior force 
Apply'd at bottom flops its courfe: 
DoomM ever in fufpence to dwell, 
'Tis now no kettle, but a bell. 

A wooden jack, which had almoft 65 

Loft by difufe the art to roaft, 
A fudden alteration feela, 
Increas'd by new inteftine wheels ; 
Aijd, what exalts the wonder more. 
The number made the motion flower. 70 

The flier, though it had leaden feet, 
TurnM round fo quick you fcarce could fee 't ; 
Buty flacken'd by fome fecret power, 
Now hardly moves an inch an hour. 
The jack and chimney, near aUy'd, 75 

Had never left each other's fide : 
The chimney to a fteeple grown. 
The jack would not be left alone ; 
But, up againft the fteeple rear'd. 
Became a clock, and ftill adher'd ; 8q 

And ftill its love to houfhold cares, ' 

By a thrill voice at noon, declares. 
Warning the cookmaid not to burn 
That roaft-meat, which it cannot turn. 

The groaning-chair began to crawl, 85 

Like a huge fnail, along the wall ; 
There ftuck aloft in public view. 
And with fmall change, a pulpit grew. 

E 2 Th€ 
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The porringers, that in a row 
Hung high, and made a glittering fhow, go 

To a lefs noble fubftance changM, 
Were now but leathern buckets ranged. 

The ballads, pafted on the wall. 
Of Joan of France, and Englifli Moll, 
Fair Rofamond, and Robinhood, 95 

The Little Children in the Wood, 
Now feem'd to look abundance better, 
Improv'd in pidure, fize, and letter ; 
And, high in order placM, defcribe 
The heraldry of every tribe*. 100 

A bcdftead of the antique mode, 
Compad of timber many a load, 
Such as our anceftors did ufe. 
Was metamorphos'd into pews ; 
Which ftill their ancient nature keep, 105 

By lodging folks difpos'd to fleep. 

The cottage, by fuch feats as thefe. 
Grown to a church by juft degrees. 
The hermits then defir'd their hoft 
To afk for what he fancy'd moft. 110 

Philemon, having paus'd a while. 
Returned them thanks^ in homely ftyle ; 
Then faid. My houfe is grown fo fine, 
Methinks, I ftill would call it mine. 
Tm old, and fain would live at eafe ; 1 15 

Make mc the parfon if you pleafe. 

He fpoke, and prefently he feels 
His grazier's coat fall down his heels : 

* The tribes of Ifracl arc fometimes diftsnguii&ed in country 
churches by the enfigns given to them by Jacob. 

7 He 
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fees, yet hardly can believe, 

)ut each arm a pudding-fleeve j 1 20 

wiiftcoat to a caflbck grew 
i both afTum'd a fable hue ; 
, being old, continued juft 
thread-bare, and as full of duft. 

talk was riovr of tithes and dues : % 25 

fmok'd his pipe, and read the news ; 
*w how to preach old fermons next, 
np'd in the preface and the text ; 
chriftenings well could a6t his part, 
i had the fervice all by heart ; 130 

h'd women might have children faft, 
I thought whofe fow had farrow'd laft ; 
inft diflenters would repine, 
1 ftood up firm for right divine ; 
lid his head filfd with many a fyftem : 1 ^^ 

claffic authors, — he ne'er mifsM *em. 
Thus having furbifh'd up a parfon, 
ne Baucis next they playM their farce on. 
ead of home-fpun coifs, were feen 
Dd pinners edg'd with colberteen ; 14P 

• petticoat, transformed apace, 
ame black fattin flounced with lace, 
n Goody would no longer down, 
ras Madam, in her grogram-gown. - 
emon was in great furprize, 145 

1 hardly could believe his eyes, 
azM to fee her look fo prim ; 
1 (he admir'd as much at him. 
Thus happy in their change of life, 

re feveral years this man and wife ; 150 

^1 
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When on a day, whieh prov'd their laft, 

Difcourfing o'er old (lories paft, 

They went by chance, amid their talk, 

To the church-yard to take a walk ; 

When Baucis haftily cry'd out, 155 

My dear, I fee your forehead fprout ! 

Sprout ! quoth the man ; what's this you tell us ? 

I hope you don't believe me jealous ! 

But yet, methinks, 1 feel it true ; 

And really yours is budding too — 160 

Nay, — now I cannot ftir my foot; 

It feels as if 'twere taking root, 

Defcription would but tire my Mufe, 
In fhort, they both were turn'd to yews. 

Old Goodman Dobfon of the green ^ 165 

Remembers, he the trees had feen ; 
He'll talk of them from noon till night, 
And goes with folks to fhew the fight ; 
On Sundays, after evening-prayer. 
He gathers all the parifh there ; 170 

Points out the place of either yew ; 
Here Baucis, there Philemon, grevv^ : 
Till once a parfon of our town, 
To mend his barn, cut Baucis down ; 
At which, 'tis hard to be believ'd 175 

How much the other tree was grievM, 
Grew fcrubbed, dy'd a-top, was ftunted : 
So the next parfon flubb'd and burnt it. 
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On the fuppofed Death of Partridge, the 
Almanack- maker. 1708. 

11^ ELL ; 'tis as Bickerftaff has guefs'd. 

Though we all took it for a jeft : 
Partridge is dead ; nay more, he dy'd 
Ere he could prove the good Yquire lied» 
Strange, an aftrologer fhould die 
Without one wonder in the Iky ! 
Mot one of all his crony ftars 
To pay their duty at his- hearfe ! 
No meteor, no eclipfe appeared ! 
Mo comet with a flaming beard ! 
rhe fun* has rofe, and gone to bed, 
fuft as if Partridge were not dead ; 
Mor hid himfelf behind the moon 
To make a dreadful night at noon. 
He at fit periods walks through Aries, 
Elowe'er our earthly motion varies ; 
\nd twice a year he'll cut th' equator, 
\s if there had been no fuch matter. 

Some wits have wonjler'd what analogy 
There is 'twixt * cobling and aftrology ; 
-low Partiidge made his optics rife 
Tom a fhoe-fole to reach the fkies. 

A lift the cobler's temples ties, 
To keep the hair out of hjis eyes ; 

* Partridge was a cobler. 

E 4 From 
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From whence 'tis plain, the diadem 
That princes wear derives from them : 
And therefore crowns are now-a-davs 
Adorn'd with golden ftars and rays ; 
Which plainly fhews the near alliance 
*Twixt cobling and the planet fcience. 

Befides, that flow-pac'd fign Bootes, 
As 'tis mifcall'd, we know not who 'tis : 
But Partridge ended all difputes ; 
He knew his trade, and call'd it boots. 

The horned moon, which heretofore 
Upon their (hoes the Romans wore, 
Whofe widenefs kept their toes from corns. 
And whence we claim our (hoeing-homs. 
Shews how the art of cobling bears .*• 

A near refemblance to the fpheres. 
A fcrap of parchment hung by geometry, 
(A great refiner in barometry) 
Can, like the ftars, foretell the weather ; 
And what is parchment elfe but leather ? 
Which an aflrologer might ufe 
.Either for almanacks or fhoes. 

Thus Partridge, by his wit and parts. 
At once did pradife both thefe arts : 
And as the boding owl (or rather 
The bat, becaufe her wings are leather) 
Steals from her private cell by nighty 
And flies about the candle-light ; 
So learned Partridge could as well 
Creep in the dark from leathern cell. 
And in his fancy fly as far, 
^To peep upon a twinkling ftar. 

Bciides 
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Befides, he could confound the fpheres, ' 

\nd fet the planets by the ears ; ^ 

To (hew his (kill, he Mars could join 
To Venus in afpeft malign ; 
rhen call in Mercury for aid, 
\nd cure the wounds that Venus made* 

Great fcholars have in Lucian read, 
When Philip king of Greece was dead. 
His foul and Ipirit did divide, 
A.nd each part took a different fide : 
One rofe a flar ; the other fell 
Beneath, and mended fhoes in hell. 

Thus Partridge flill fhines in each art. 
The cobling and flar-gazing part, 
find is inflaird as good a flar 
As any of the Caefars are. 

Triumphant flar ! fome pity Ihow 
On coblers militant below, 
Whom roguifh boys, in flormy nights. 
Torment by piffmg out their lights. 
Or through a chink convey their finoke, 
Inclos'd artificers to choke. 

Thou, high exalted in thy fphere, 
May'fl follow ftill thy calling there. 
To thee the Bull will lend his hide. 
By Phoebus newly tannM and dry'd : 
For thee they Argo's hulk will tax, 
And fcrape her pitchy fides for wax : 
Then Ariadne kindly lends 
Her braided hair to make thee ends; 
The points of Sagittarius' dart 
Turns to an awl by heavenly art j 



And 
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And Vulcan, wheedled by his wife, 
Will forge for thee a paring knife. 
For want of room by Virgo's fide, 
SheMl ftrain a point, and fit aftride, 
To take thee kindly in between ; 
And then the figns will be thirteen. 



THE EPITAPH. 

HERE, five feet deep, lies on his back 
A cobler, ftarmonger, and quack ; 
Who, to the ftars in pure good-will, 
Does to hiji beft look upward ftlll. 
Weep, all you cuftomers that ufe 
His pills, his almanacks, or fhoes : 
And you that did your fortune feek. 
Step to his grave but once a week ; 
This earth, which bears his body's print. 
You'll find had fo much virtue in't, 
That I durft pawn my ears, 'twill tell, 
Whate'er concerns you full as well. 
In phyfick, ftolen-goods, or love. 
As he himfelf could, when above. 



MERLIN'S PROPHECY. 1709. 

CF.VEN and ten, addyd to nine. 

Of Fraunce her woe this is the fygnc, 
Tamys rivere twys y-frozen, 
Walke fans wetyng fhoes ne hozen. 
Then comyth foorthe, ich underftonde, 
From towne of ftoffe to fattyn londe, 
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\n hardy chiftan *, woe the mome, 
To Fraunce that evere he was born. 
Then fhall the fyfhe f beweyle his boffe : 
^or (hall grin berrys J make up the lofle. 
f onge Symnele || (hall again mifcarrye : 
Vnd Norways pryd § again fhall marrey. 
Vnd from the tree where blofums feelc, 
life fruit fhall come, and all is wele. 
leaums fhall daunce honde in honde * *, 
Vnd it fhall be merye in olde Inglonde, 
Then old Inglonde fhall be no more, 
^nd no man fhall be forie therefore. 
>eryon f f fhall have three hedes agayne, 
fill Hapfburge | J makyth them but twayne. 

A DESCRIPTION OF 
THE MORNING. 1709. 

r O W hardly here and there a hackney-coach 
Appearing, fhew'd the ruddy morn's approach. 
A^ Betty from her matter's bed had flown, 
i foftly flole to difcompofe her own ; 
I flipfhod 'prentice from his matter's door 
i par'd the dirt, and fprinkled round the floor. 
i\^ Moll had whirl'd her mop with dextrous airs, 
par'd to fcrub the entry and the flairs. 

. of Marlborough. f The Dauphin. J D. of Berry. 

le young Pretender. § Q^Annc, •* By the Union- 

\ Icing of Spain flain by Hercu]e5. 
The Archduke Charlei was of the Haplburg family. 

The 
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The youth with broomy flumps began to trace 
The kenners edge, where wheels had worn the place. 
The fmall-coal-man was heard with cadence deep. 
Till drown'd in (hriller notes of chimney-fweep : 
Duns at his Lordfliip's gate l^egan to meet ; 
And brick-duft Moll had fcream'd through half the 

ftreet. 
The turnkey now his flock returning fees, 
Duly let out a-nights to fteal for fees : 
The watchful bailiffs take their filent ftands, 
And fchool-boys lag with fatchels in their hands* 

A DESCRIPTION OF 
A CITY-SHOWER, 

In Imitation of Virgil's Georgics. 1710. 

/^ARKFUL obfeivers may forctcl the hour, 
(By fure prognoflics) when to dread a fliowen 
While rain depends, the penfive cat gives o*er 
Her frolicks, and purfues her tail no more. 
Returning home at night, youMl find the (ink 
Strike your offended feni'e with double ftink. 
If you be wife, then go not far to dine ; 
You'll fpend in coach-hire more than fave in wine. 
A corning fhower your fhooting corns prefage, 
Old aches will throb, your hollow tooth will rage j 
Sauntering in coffee-houfc is Dulman feen ; 
He damns the climate, and complains of fpleen. 

Meanwhile the fouth, rifmg with dabbled wings, 
A fable cloud athwart the welkin flings, 

That 
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That fwiird more liquor than it could contain, 
And, like a drunkard, gives it up again. 
Brifk Sufan whips her linen from the rope. 
While the firft drizzling ihower is borne aflope : 
Such is tliat fprinkling which fome carelefs quean 
Flirts on you from her mop, but not fo clean : 
You fly, invoke the gods ; then, turning, fl:op 
To rail ; (he, fuiging, ftill whirls on her mop. 
Not yet the dull had fhunn'd th' unequal ftrife. 
But, aided by the wind, fought ftill for life, 
And, wafted with its foe by violent guft, 
'Twas doubtful which was rain, and which was duft. 
Ah ! where muft needy poet feek for aid. 
When duft and rain at once his coat invade ? 
Sole coat ! where duft, cemented by the rain, 
Ereds the nap, and leaves a cloudy ftain ! 

Now in contiguous drops the flood comes down. 
Threatening with deluge this devoted town. 
To fiiops in crowds the daggled females fly. 
Pretend to cheapen goods, but nothing buy. 
The templar fpruce, while every fpout's abroach. 
Stays till 'tis fair, yet feems to call a coach. 
The tuck'd-up femftrefs walks with hafty ftrides, 
While ftreams nui down her oifd umbrella's fides. 
Here various kinds, by various fortunes led. 
Commence acquaintance underneath a fhed. 
Triumphant Tories, and defponding Whigs, 
Forget their feuds, and join to fare their wigs. 
Bo^g'd in a chair, the beau impatient fits. 
While fpouts run clattering o'er the roof by fits. 
And ever and anon with frightful din 
The leather founds j he trembles from within. 

So 
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So when Troy chairmen bore the wooden dec 
Pregnant with Greeks impatient to be freed, 
(Thofe bully Greeks, who, as the moderns di 
Inftead of paying chairmen, ran them throug 
Laocoon ftruck the outfidc with his fpear. 
And each imprifon'd hero quak'd for fear. 

Now from all parts the fwelling kennels 
And bear their trophies with them as they go 
Filths of all hues and odour, feem to tell 
What ftreet they failM from, by their fight and f 
They, as each torrent drives, with rapid force 
From Smithfield to St 'Pulchre's Ihape their cc 
And in huge confluence join'd at Snowhill rid 
Fall from the conduit prone to Holbourn bridi 
Sweepings from butchers' ftalls, dung, guts, ai 

blood, 
Drown'd puppies, {linking fprats, all drench'd 

mud. 
Dead cats, and turnip-tops come tumbling dov 

the flood. 

On TflE Little House by the Church-y 
OF Castlenock. 171a 

lyiT'HOEVER pleafes to enquire 

^ ^ Why yonder fteeple wants a fpire, 
The grey old fellow, poet * Joe, 
The philofophic caufe will fhow. 
Once on a time a wefl:ern blaft 
At lead twelve inches overcaft, 

• Mr. Beaumont of Trim. 

Recko 
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Reckoning roof, weathercock, and all, 
Which came with a prodigious fall j 
And tumbling topfy-turvy round 
Lit with its bottom on the ground* 
For, by the laws of gravitation. 
It fell into its proper llation. 

This is the little ftrutting pile. 
You fee juft by the church-yard ftile ; 
The walls in tumbling gave a knock. 
And thus the fteeple got a fhock ; 
From whence the neighbouring farmer calls 
The fteeple, Knock ; the vicar, * Walls. 

The vicar once a week creeps in, 
Sits with his knees up to his chin ; 
Here conns his notes, and takes a whet. 
Till the fmall ragged flock is met. 

A traveller, who by did pafs, 
Obferv'd the roof behind the grafs : 
On tiptoe ftood, and rear'd his fnout. 
And faw the parfon creeping out ; 
Was much furprizM to fee a crow 
Venture to build his neft fo low. 

A fchool-boy ran unto *t and thought. 
The crib was down, the blackbird caught. 
A third, who loft his way by night. 
Was forc'd for fafety to alight. 
And ftepping o'er the fabric-roof. 
His horfc had like to fpoil his hoof: 

Warburton f took it in his noddle. 
This building was defignM a model 

* Archdeacon Will, a correfpendetit of Swiffs. 
t Dr. Swift's 9urate at Laracor. 

Or 
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Or of a pigeon-houfe or oven, 

To bake one loaf, and keep one dove in. 

Then Mrs Johnfon * gave her verdift. 
And every one was pleas'd that heard it : 
All that you make this ftir about 
Is but a ftill which wants a fpout. 
The reverend Dr. Raymond t guefs'd 
More probably than all the reft ; 
He laid, but that it wanted room. 
It might have been a pigmy's tomb. 

The dodlor's family came by. 
And little mifs began to cry ; 
Give me that houfe in my own hand ! 
Then madam bade the chariot ftand, 
Call'd to the clerk, in manner mild. 
Pray, reach that thing here to the child : 
That thing, I mean, among the kale ; 
And here's to buy a pot of ale. 

The clerk faid to her, in a heat. 
What ! fell my matter's country feat. 
Where he comes every week from town I 
He would not fell it for a crown. 
Poh ! fellow, keep not fuch a pother ; 
In half an hour thou'lt make another. 

Says X Nancy, I can make for mifs 
A finer houfe ten times than this ; 
The dean will give me willow fticks. 
And Joe my apron-full of bricks. 

• Stella. t Mioifier of Trim. J The waiting- woman. 

THE 
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THE VIRTUES 

O F 

SID HAMET THE MAGICIAN's ROD. 

1710. 

' H E rod was but a harmlefs wand. 
While Mofes held it in his hand ; 
But, foon as e'er he laid it down, 
*Twas a devouring ferpent grown* 

Our great magician, Hamet Sid, 
Reverfes what the prophet did : 
His rod was honed Englifh wood, 
That fenfelefs in a corner ftood, 
Till, metamorphosM by his grafp, 
It grew an all-devouring afp ; 
Would hifs, and ding, and roll, and twid. 
By the mere virtue of his fift ; 
But, when he laid it down, as quick 
llefumM the figure of a flick. 

So, to her midnight-feafls, the hag 
Kides on a broomflick for a nag. 
That, raisM by magick of her breech, 
0*er fea and land conveys the witch ; 
But with the morning-dawn refumes 
The peaceful flate of common brooms. 

They tell us fomething flrange and odd, 
About a certain magic rod *, 
That bending down its top, divines 
Whene'er t^e fbil has golden mines ; 

* Tie 'virgula /i<vina, faid to be tttrt£led by minerals. 

Vol. VII. F W- ^ 



66 SWIlfT'S POEMS. 

Where fhere are none, it ftands ered, 
Scorning to fhew the leaft refpeft ; 
As ready was the wand of Sid, 
To bend where golden mines were hid } 
In Scotifti hills found precious ore *, 
Where none e'er lookM for it before ; 
vAnd by a gentle bow divin*d 
How well a cully's purfe was lin'd ; 
To a forlorn and broken rake. 
Stood without motion, like a ftake. 

The rod of Hermes was renown'd 
For charms above, and under ground j 
To fleep c6uld mortal eye-lids fix. 
And drive departed fouls to Styx. 
That rod was juft a type of Sid*s, 
Which o'er a Britifh fenate's lids 
Could fcatter opium full as well. 
And drive as many fouls to hell. 

Sid's rod was flender, white, and tall^ 
Which oft he lis'd to fifli withal ; 
A plaice was faften'd to the ho<^. 
And many fcore of gudgeons took : 
Yet ftill fo happy was his fate, 
*^ He* caught his fifli, and fav'd his bait. 

Sid's brethren of the conjuring tribe^ 
A circle with their rod defcribe. 
Which proves a magical redoubt, 
To keep mifchievous fpirits out. 
Sid's rod was of a larger flride, 
And made a circle thrice as wide, 

• Sappofed to allude to the Union. 



When 
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Where fpirits throng'd with hideous din, 
And he flood there to take them in : 
But, whenth' inchanted i*od was broke, 
They vanifhM in a ftinking fmoke* 

Achilles' fceptre was of wood. 
Like Sid*s, but nothing near fo good ; 
That down from anceftors divine 
Tranfmitted to the hero's line ; 
Thence, through a long defcent of kings, 
Came an heir-loom, as Homer fings. 
Though this defcription looks fo big, 
That fceptre was afaplefs twig. 
Which, from the fital day, when firft 
tt left the foreft where 'twas nurs'd. 
As Homer tells us o'er and o'er, 
Mor leaf, nor fruit, nor bloflbm, bore. 
Sid's fceptre, full of juice, did ihoot 
[q golden boughs, and golden fruit ; 
\iid he, the dragon never fleeping^ 
Gruarded each fair Hefpcrian pippin. 
>Jo hobby-horfe, with gorgeous top. 
The deareft in Charles Mather's * fliop^ 
3r glittering tinfel of May-fair, 
Zlould with this rod of Sid compare. 

Dear Sid, then, why wert thou £0 mad 
To break thy rod like naughty lad ! 
You fliould have kifs'd it in your diftrefs^ 
And then return'd it to your miftrefe j 

* An eminent toyman in Pleet-ftreet. 

F 2 Qr 
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Or made it a Newmarket * fwitch, 
And not a rod for thy own breech. 
But fince old Sid has broken this, 
His next may be a rod in pifs. 



ATLAS; OR, THE MINISTER OF STA: 

T O T H E 

LORD TREASURER OXFORD. 1710 

ATLAS, we read in ancient fong. 
Was fo exceeding tall and ftrong^ 
He bore the ikies upon his back, 
Jufl as a pedlar does his pack : 
But, asa pedlar overprefsM, 
Unloads upon a ftall to reft, 
Or, when he can no longer ftand, 
Defires a friend to lend a hand ; 
So Atlas, left the ponderous fpheres 
Should fmk, and fall about his ears. 
Got Hercules to bear the pile. 
That he might fit and reft a while. 

Yet Hercules was not fo ftrong. 
Nor could have borne it half fo long. 

Great ftatefmen are in this condition ; 
And Atlas is a politician, 
A premier minifter of fl;ate j 
Alcides one of fecond rate. 

• Lor ' Godolphin is fatirlzed by Mr. Pope for a flrong att 
mcnt :. .^e lurf. See his Moral Eilays. 

Sup£ 
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ippofe then Atlas ne*er fo wife ; 
et, when the weight of kingdoms lies 
00 long upon his fingle flioulders, 
nk down he muft, or find upholders. 



i TOWN ECLOGUE. 171c. 
Scene, The Royal Exchange. 

CORYDON. ' 

TOW the keen rigour of the winter's o'er, 

No'haildefcends, and frofts can pinch no more, 
hile other girls confefs the genial fpring, 
id laugh aloud, or amorous ditties fing, 
cure from cold their lovely necks difplay, 
id throw each ufelefs chafing-difh away j 
hy fits my Phillis difcontented here, 
)r feels the turn of the revolving year ? 
hy on that brow dwell forrow and difinay, 
here Loves were wont to fport, and Smiles to play? 
Phillis. Ah, Corydon! furv^ey the 'Change 

around, 
rough all the 'Change no wretch like me is found : 
LS ! the day, when I, poor heedlefs maid, ^ 
IS to your rooms in Lincoln's-Inn betray'd ; > 
en how you fwore, how many vows you made ! 1 
liftening Zephyrs, that o'erheard his love, 
it the foft accents to the gods above. 
« ! the day ; for (O, eternal fhame !) 
Ad you handkerchiefs, and loft ray fame. 

F 3 CoR. 
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Cor. When I forget the favour jo\l beftow'd^ 
Red herrings fhall be fpawn'd in Tyburn Road ; 
Fleet-ftreet transformed become a flowery green, 
And mafs be fung where operas are feen. 
The wealthy cit, and the St. James's beau. 
Shall change their quarters, and their joys forego; 
Stock-jobbing, this, to Jonathan's fhall come. 
At the Groom Porter's, that, play oflf his plum. 

Phil. But what to me does all that love avail, i 
If, while I doze at home o'er porter's ale, ^ 

Each night with wine and wenches you regale ? ^ 
My live-long hours in anxious cares are paft. 
And raging hunger lays my beauty wafte. \ 

On templars fpruce in vain I glances throw^ 
And with fhrill voice invite them as they go^ 
Expos'd in vain my glofly ribbands fhine, 
Atid unregarded wave upon the twine. 
The week flies round ; and when my profit's known,, 
I hardly clear enough to change a crown. 

CpR. Hard fate of virtue, thus to be diftreft, 
Thou faireft of thy trade, and far the beft ! 
As fhiitmens flails the fummer-market grace. 
And ruddy peaches them ; as firfl: in place 
Plum-cake is feen o'er fmaller paftry ware, * 
And ice on that ; fo Phillis does appear 
1p play-houfe and in park, above the reft 
Of belles mechanic, elegantly dreft. 

Phil. And yet Crepundia, that conceited fan", 
Amid her toys, aflfedls a fancy air. 
And views me hourly with a fcornful eye. 

Cor. She might as well with bright Cleora vie. 

Phil. With this large petticoat I ftrive in vain 
To hide my folly "paft* and coming pain j 
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'Tis now no fecret ; fhe, and fifty more, 
Obferve the fymptoms I had once before : 
A fecond babe at Wapping muft be plac'd. 
When I fcarce bear the charges of the laft. 

Cor. What I could raifc I fentj a pound of 
plums, 
Five fhillings, and a coral foi- his gums ; 
To-morrow I intend him fomething more. - - 

Phil. I fent a frock and pair of fhoes before. 

Cor. However, you (hall home with me to-night. 
Forget your cares, and revel in delight. 
[ have in ftore a pint or two of wine. 
Some cracknels, and the remnant of a chine. 

And now on either fide, and all around. 
The weighty fh op-boards fall, and bars refound ; 
Each ready femftrefs flips her pattins on. 
And ties her hood, preparing, to be gone. 



THE FABLE OF MIDAS. 

1711. 

TtyrlDAS, we are in ftory told, 

Tum'd every thing he touched to gold ; 
He chipM his bread ; the pieces round 
Glitter'd like fpangles on the ground : 
A codUng, ere it went his lip in. 
Would ftrait become a golden pippin : 
He caird for drink ; you faw him fup 
Potable gold in golden cup : 
His empty paunch that he might fill. 
He fuckM his viduals through a quill : 

¥ 4 UntQ«ch!d 
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Untouched it pafs'd between his grindefs^ 
Qrt had been happy for gold-finders : 
He cock'd his hat, you would have faid 
Mambrino's helm adomM his head : 
Whene'er he ehanc'd his hands to lay 
On magazines of corn or hay, 
Gold ready coin'd appeared, inflead 
Of paltry provender and bread j 
Hence by wife farmers we are told, 
Old hay is equal to old gold ; . 
And hence a critic deep maintains, 
We learn'd to weigh our gold by grains. 

This fool had got a lucky hit ; 
And people fancy'd he had wit. 
Two gods their Ikill in mufick try'd, 
And both chofe Midas to decide j 
He againft Phoebus' harp decreed. 
And gave it for Pan's oaten reed : 
The god of wit, to fhew his grudge, 
Clapt affes' ears upon the judge j 
A goodly pair, eredl and wide. 
Which he could neither gild nor hide. 

And now the virtue of his hands 
Was loft among Padolus' fands, 
Againft whofe torrent while he fwims. 
The golden fcurf peels off his limbs : 
Fame fpreads the news, and people travel 
From far to gather golden gravel ; 
Midas, expos'd to all their jeers, 
Had loft his art, and kept his ears. 

This tale inclines the gentle reader 
To think upon a certain leader ; 



To 



A TOWN ECLOGUE. 75 

To whom from Midas down, defcends 
That virtue in the finger's ends. 
What elfe by perquifites arc meant. 
By penfions, bribes, and three per cent 
By places and commiffions fold. 
And turning dung itfelf to gold ? 
By ftarving in the midft of flore. 
As t'other Midas did before ? 

None e'er did modern Midas chufe, 
Subjedk or patron of his Mufe, 
But found him thus their merit fcan. 
That Phcebus muft give place to Pan : 
He values not the poet's praife. 
Nor will exchange his plums for bays. 
To Pan alone rich mifers call ; 
And there's the jeft, for Pan is all. 
Here Englifti wits will be to feek, 
Howe'er, 'tis all one in the Greek. 

Befides, it plainly now appears 
Out Midas too has afles' ears ; 
Where every fool his mouth applies. 
And whifpers in a thoufand lies ; 
$uch grofs delufions could not pais 
Through any ears but of an afs. 

But gold defiles with frequent touch 5 
rherc's nothing fouls the *hand fo much: 
And fcholars give it for the caufe 
itf Britiih Midas' dirty paws ; 
Which, while the fenate ftrove to icour, 
rhey wafh'd away the chymic power. 

While he his utmoft ftrength appIyM, 
To fwim againft the popular tide, 

The 
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The golden ipoils flew off apace. 

Here fell a penfion, there a place : 

The torrent mcrcilefs imbibes 

Commiffions, perquifites, and bribes ; 

By their own weight funk to the bottom ; 

Much good may do them that have caught 'em ! 

And Midas now negleded ftands, 

With affes' cars, and dirty hands. 

AN EXCELLENT NEW SONG. 171U 

BEING THE INTENDED SPEECH OF 

A FAMOUS ORATOR AGAINST PEACE *• 

A N Orator difmal of Ncttinghamftiire, 
^ Who has forty years let out his confcience to hirC| 
Out of zeal for his country, and want of a place, 
I& come up, VI ct armis^ to break the queen's peace. 
He has vamp'd an old fpeech, and the court to their 

forrow. 
Shall hear him harangue againft Prior to-mgrrow. 
When once he begins, he never will flinch. 
But repeats the fame note a whole day, like a Finch. 
1 have heard all the fpeech repeated by Hoppy, 
And, " Miftakes to prevent, I have gotten a copy." 

THE SPEECH. 
WHEREAS, notwithftanding, I am in great pain, 
To hear we are making a peace without Spain j 

• The lord treafurcr having hinted a wifh one evening that a bal- 
lad might be made on the earl of Nochingham, this fong was writ- 
ten Mid printed the ne::t morning. 

But, 
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But, moft noble Senators, 'tis a great fhame. 
There (hould be a peace, while I'm Not-in-game, 
The duke fhew'd me all his fine houfe ; and the 

duchefs 
From her clofet brought out a full pqrfe in her 

clutches ; 
I talk'd of a peace, and they both gave a ftart, 
Hid grace fwore by G — d, and her grace let a f — t : 
My long old-fafliion'd pocket was prefently cramm'd j 
And fooner than vote for a peace Til be damn'd. 

But fome will cry Tumr-coat, and rip up oldftories* 
How I always pretended to be for the Tories : 
I anfwer ; the Tories were in my good graces. 
Till all my relations were put into places. 
But ftill I'm in principle ever the fame, 
And will quit my heft friends, while I'm Not-in-s 
game. 

When I and fome others fubfcribed our names 
To a plot for expelling my mafter king James j^ 
I withdrew my fubfcription by help of a blot. 
And fo might difcover or gain by the plot : 
I had my advantage and ftood at defiance. 
For Daniel was got from the den of the lions : 
I came in without danger, and was I to blame ? 
For, rather than hang, I would be Not-in-game* 

I fwore to the Queen, that the prince of Hanover 
During her facred life would never come over : 
I nude ufe of a trope ; that " an heir to invite, 
** Was like keeping her monument always in fight." 
But, when I thought proper, I altered my note ; 
And in her own hearing I boldly did vote, 

That 
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That her Majefty flood in great need of a Tutor, 
And mnft have an old or a young Coadjutor : 
For why ; I would fain have put all in a flsime, 
Becaufe, for fome reafons, I was Not-in-game. 

Now my new benefa<3:ors have brought me about^ 
And rU vote againft Peace, with Spain or without : 
Though the Court gives my nephews, and brothers, 

and coufms. 
And all my whole family places by dozens ; 
Yet, fince I know where a full-purfe may be found. 
And hardly pay eighteen-pence tax in the pound : 
Since the Tories have thus difappointed my hopes. 
And will neither regard my figures nor tropes ; 
rU fpeech againft peace while Difmal*s my name. 
And be a true Whig, while I am Not-in-game. 



THE WINDSOR PROPHECY. lyii, 

•117 HEN a holy black Swede, the fon of Bob % 
^^ With a faint f at his chin, and a feal f at his 

fob. 
Shall not fee one J New-year's day in that year. 
Then let old Englond make good cheer : 

• Dr. John Robinfon^ blfhop of firiflol, one of the plenipotenti- 
aries at Utrtcht. 

f He was dean of Windfor, and lord privy feal. 

% The New Style (which was not ufed in Great Britain and Ire- 
land till 1752) was then obfenred in moft parts of Europe. Tho 
lufliop fet out from England the latter end of December O. S. ; and, 
<m his arrival at Utrecht, by the variation of the ftyle, he found Ja- 
ii»ary.*fomcwhat advanced. 

3 Windfor 
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Windfor * and Briftow * then Ihall be 
Joined together in the Low-countree *. 
Then ihall the tall black Daventry Bird f 
Speak againft peace right many a word ; 
And fome Ihall admire his conying wit. 
For many good groats his tongue fliall flit. 
But, fpight of the Harpy that crawls on all four. 
There Ihall be peace, pardie, and war no more. 
But Englond muft cry alack and well-a-day. 
If the ftick be taken from the dead fea. "^ 
And, dear Englond, if ought I underftond. 
Beware of Carrots | from Northumberlond. 
Carrots fown Thynne § a deep root may get. 
If fo be they are m Somer fet : 
Their || Conyngs mark thou ; for I have been told. 
They aflaffine when young, and poifon when old. 
Root out thefe Carrots, O thou **, whofe-name 
Is backwards and forwards always the fame ; . 
And keep clofe to thee always that name. 
Which backwards and ff forwards isalmoft the fame. 
And, Englond, wouldft thou be happy ftill. 
Bury thofe Carrots under a Hill ft • 

^ Alladlng to the deanery and biihoprick being pofreiTed by th^ 
fame perfon, then at Utrechc. 

t Earl of Nottingham. J The duchefs Of Somcrfct. 

§ Thomas Thynne of Longleatc, efq; a gentleman of very great 
eftate» married the above lady after the death of her firft hofband, 
Henry Cavendifh carl of Ogle, only fon to Henry duke of Ncw- 
caftle, to whom flie had been betrothed in her infancy. 

il Count Koningfmark. 

*• ANNA. -it MA8HAM. 

tt Lady Mafham's maiden naxjae was Hill. 

EPIGRAM. 
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AS Thomas was cudgelM one day by his wife, 
^^ He took to the ftreet, and fled for his life : 
Tom's three dearcft friends came by in the fquabble, 
And fav'd him at once from thefhrew and the rabble; 
Then ventured to ^ve him fome fober advice — 
But Tom is4 perfon of honour fo nice, 
Too wife to take counfel, too proud to take warning. 
That he fent to all three a challenge next morning: 
Three duels he fought, thrice ventured his life; 
Went home, and was cudgel'd again by his wife. 
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'T^HIS day (the year I dare not tell) 
Apollo playM the midwife's part ; 
Into the world Corimia fell. 

And he endow'd her vrith his art. 

But Cupid with a Satyr comes ; 

Both foftly to the cradle creep ; 
Both ftroke her hands, and rub her gums. 

While the poor child lay fail afleep. 

Then Cupid thus: This little maid 
Of Love ftiall always fpeak and write. 

And I pronounce (the Satyr faid) 

The world (hall feel her fcratch, and bite. 

Her 
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• tier talent Ihe difpkyM betimd ; . i 

FiJf in twice twelve irevolving moons, 1 

She feem'd to laugh and fquall in rhytncs, " 
And all her geftures were lampoohs* 






At fix years old the fubtle jade . 

Stole to the pantry-door, and found 
The butler with my lady's maid: 

And you may fwear the tale went rounds 

She made a fong, how little mifa 

Was kifsM and flobber'd byahid: . 

And how when mailer went to p— , 
Mifs came, and peep'd at all he bad. 

At twelve a wit and a coquette ; " 

Marries for love, half whore, half wife. 

Cuckolds, elopes, and runs in debt ; 
Turns authorefs, and is Curir^ for life. 



tOLAND^s INVITATION to DISMAI^ 

To dine with the Calves-h£ad Club •. 

Imitated from Horace, Lib. I, Epift. 5. 

T F, deareft Difmal, you fojt once can dine 

Upon a fingle difh, and tavern winp, 
Toland to you this invitation fends. 
To eat the calves-head with your trtifty fntt^ 

• This poem, and that which follows k, are two of the j>«Mf 
papers mention«d in Swift's Journal to Stella, Abg. 7, 1712. They 
are here printed firoa folio copies in the Liunbeth Libivy. 

5 Sufpend 
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Sufpend a while your vaia ambitious hppes. 
Leave hunting after bribes, forget your tropet* 
To-morrow we our myftic feaft prepare^ 
Where thou, our latefl profelyte, (halt (hare ; 
When we, by proper figns and fymbols, tell. 
How, by brave hands, the royal traitor fell ; 
The meat fhall reprefent the tyrant's head. 
The wine his blood our predeceflbrs fhed ; 
While an alluding hymn fome artift fmgs, 
We toaft, " Confufion to the race of kings !'' 
At monarchy we nobly ihew our fpite. 
And talk, what fools call treafon, all the night. 

Who, by difgraces or ill-fortune funk. 
Feels not his foul enlivened when he's drunk ? 
Wine can clear up Godolphin's cloudy face. 
And fill Jack Smith with hopes to keep his place : 
By force of wine, cv'n Scarborough is brave, 
Hal grows more pert, and Somers not fo grave: 
Wine can give Portland wit, and Qeaveland fenle^ 
Montague learning, Bolton eloquence : 
Cholmondeley, when drunk, can never lofe his wand ( 
And Lincoln then imagines he has land. 

My province is, to fee that all be right, 
Glaffes and linen clean, and pewter bright ; 
From our myfterious club to keep our fpies, 
And Tories (drefs'd like waiters) in difguife* 
You (hall be coupled as you beft approve. 
Seated at table next the men you love. 
Sunderland, Orford, Boyle, and Richmond's Graces 
Will come; and Hampden (hall have Walpole's place." 
Wharton, unlefs prevented by a whore. 
Will hardly fail ; and there is room for more. 

But 
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But I love elbow-room whene'er I drink ; 
And honeft Harry * is too apt to ftink. 

Let no pretence of bufinefs make you ftay ; 
Yet take one word of counfel by the way. 
If Guernfey calls, fend word you're gone abroad ; 
He'll teaze you with King Charles, and BifliopLaud, 
Or make you faft, and carry you to prayers : 
But, if he will break-in, and walk up flairs, 
Steal by the back-door out, and leave him there ; 
Then order Squafh to call a hackney-chair. 

PEACE AND DUNKIRK. 

Being an excellent new Song upon the Surrender of 
Dunkirk to General Hill. 1712. 

To the Tunc of, " The King fhall enjoy his own again." 

I. 

C PITE of Dutch friends and Englifh foes, 
Poor Britain fhall have peace at laft : 

Holland got towns, and we got blows ; 
But Dunkirk's ours, we'll hold it faft. 
We have got it in a firing, 
And the Whigs may all go fwing. 

For among good friends I love to be plain ; 
All their falfe deluded hopes 
Will, or ought to end in ropes ; 

" But the Queen fhall enjoy her own again." 

i * Ri^ht Hon. Henry Beyle, mentioned twice befcre. 

Vol. VII. G II. Sunder* 
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II. 
Sunderland's fun out of his wits, 

And Difmal double Difmal looks ; 
Wharton can only fwear by fits, 
And ftrutting Hal is off the hooks. 
Old Godolphin full of fpleen. 
Made falfe moves, and loft his queen j 
Harry look'd fierce, and fhook his ragged mane • 
But a prince of high renown 
Swore he'd rather Jofe a crown, 
" Than the Queen fliould enjoy her own again." 

III. 
Our merchant-fhips may cut the Line, 

And not be fnapt by privateers. 
And commoners who love good wine 
Will drink it now as well as peers : 
Landed-men fhall have their rent. 
Yet our ftocks rife cent, per cent. 
The Dutch fi-om hence fhall no more millions drain : 
We'll bring on us no more debts. 
Nor with bankrupts fill Gazettes ; 
" And the Queen fhall enjoy her own again.** 

IV. 

The towns we took ne'er did us good : 
What fignified the French to beat ? 
We fpent our money and our blood. 

To make the Dutchmen proud and great : 
But the lord of Oxford fwears, 
Dunkirk never fhall be theirs. 

The 
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The Dutch-hearted Whigs may rail and complain; 
But true Engliflimen may fill 
A good health to General Hill ; 

** For the Queen now enjoys her Own again.'* 

HORACE, BOOK L EP. VIL 

AdJrefled to the Earl of Oxford, 1713. 

TTARLEY, the nation^s great fupport, 
Returning home one day from court, 
(His mind with public cares pofleft, 
All Europe's bufmels in his breaft) 
Obferv'd a parfon near Whitehall 5 

Cheapening old authors on a flail. 
The priefl was pretty well in cafe, 
And fhew'd fome humour in his face ; 
Look'd with an eafy, carelefs mien, 
A perfedl flranger to the fpleen ; 10 

Of fize that might a pulpit fill, 
But more inclining to fit flill. 
My Lord (who, if a man may fay't, 
Loves mifchief better than his meat) 
Was now difpos'd to crack a jeft, 17 

And bid friend Lewis * go in queft 
(This Lewis is a cunning fhaver, 
And very much in Harley's favour) 
In quefl who might this parfoil be, 20* 

What was his name, of what degree ; 
If pofTible, to learn his flory, 
And \thether he were Whig or Tory. 

• EraTmus Lewis^ cfq; the treafurcr's fecrctary. 

G 2 Le;n\ 
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Lewis his patron's humour knows, 
Away upon his errand goes, 25 

And quickly did the matter fift j 
Found out that it was Doctor Swift ; 
A clergyman of fpecial note 
^ For (hunning thofe of his own coat ; 

Which made his brethren of the gown 30 

Take care betimes to run him down : 

No libertine, nor over nice, 

Addided to no fort of vice, 

Went where he pleas'd, faid what he thought ; 

Not rich, but owM no man a groat : 35 

In (late opinions a la mode^ 

He hated Wharton like a toad. 

Had given the fadtion many a wound, 

And liberd all the junto round : 

Kept company with men of wit, 40 

Who often fathered what he writ : 

His works were hawkM in every ftreet, 

But feldom rofe above a fheet : 

Of late indeed the papcr-ftamp 

Did very much his genius cramp ; 45 

And fmce he could not fpend his fire. 

He now intended to retire. 

Said Harley, " I defire to know 
*' From his own mouth if this be fo ; 
** Step to the Dodtor ftrait, and fay, 50 

" Fd have him dine with me to-day/* 
Swift feem'd to wonder what he meant. 
Nor would believe my Lord had fent j 
So never ofFer'd once to ftir ; 
But coldly faid, " Your fervant. Sir !'' 55 
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" Does he refufe me ?" Hayley cried ; 
" He does, with infolence and pride.'* 

Some few days after, Harley fpies 
The Dodor faftenM by the eyes 
At Charing-crofs among the rout, 60 

Where painted monfters are hung out : 
He puird the ftring, and ftopt his coach, 
Beckoning the Dodlor to approach. 

Swift, who could neither fly nor hide, 
Came fneaking to the chariot-fide, 6 5 

And ofFer'd many a lame excufe ; 
He never meant the leaft abufe — 
** My Lord — the honour you defignM— ^ 
" Extremely proud — but I had din*d — 
" Tm fure I never fhould negledt — 70 

" No man alive has more refpedt«— " 
*' Well, I fhall think of that no more, 
" If you'll be fure to eome at four/* 

The Dodor now obeys the fummons, 
Likes both his company ancj commons ; 75 

Difplays his talents, fits till ten j 
Next day invited comes again ; 
Soon grows domeftic, feldom fails 
Either at morning or at meals ; 
Came early^ and departed late j So 

In fhort, the gudgeon took the bait. 
My Lord would carry on the j eft. 
And down to Windfor takes his gueft. 
Swift much admires the place and air. 
And longs to be a canon there ; 85 

In fummer round the park to ride, 
Ip winter, never to refide. 

G 3 A canon ! 
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A canon ! that's a place too mean : 

No, Do£tor, you fhall be a Dean ; 

Two dozen canons round your ftall, 90 

And you the tyrant o'er them all : 

You need but crofs the Irifh feas, 

To live in plenty, power, and eafe. 

Poor Swift departs ; and what is worfe, 

With borrowed money in his purfe, 95 

Travels at leaft a hundred leagues, 

And luffers numberlefs fatigues, 

Suppofe him now a Dean complete. 
Demurely lolling in his feat ; 
The filver verge, with decent pride, ' loo 

Stuck underneath his cufhion-fide ; 
Suppofe him gone through all vexations. 
Patents, inftalments, abjurations, 
Firft-fruits and tenths, and chapter-treats ; 
Dues, payments, fees, demands, and cheats — rio5 
The wicked laity's contriving 
To hinder clergymen from thriving. 
Now all the Dodior's money fpent, 
His tenants wrong him in his rent ; 
The farmers, fpitefuUy combined, no 

Force him to take his tithes in kind : 
And Parvifol * difcounts arrears 
By bills for taxes and repairs. 

Poor Swift, with all his lofles vex'd. 
Not knowing where to turn him next, 115 

Above a thoufand pounds in debt. 
Takes horfe, and in a mighty fret 
Ride^4ay and night at fuch a rate, 
Pe fedh arrives at Harley's gate ; 
• The Dean's agent, a Frenchman. 

' Put 
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But was fo dirty, pale, and thin, 120 

Old Read * would hardly let him in. 

Said Harley, ** Welcome, Reverend Dean ! 
*' What makes your worfliip look fo lean ? 
^ Why, fure you won't appear in town 
" In that old wig and nifty gown ? 1 25 

*' I doubt your heart is fet on pelf 
** So much, that you negleft yourfelf. 
** What ! I fuppofe, now (locks are high, 
** You've fome good purchafe in your eye ? 
^' Or is your money out at ufe ?" — 1 30 

" Truce, good my Lord, I beg a truce,'* 
(The Doctor in a paffion cried) 
" Your raillery is mifapplied ; 
** Experience I have dearly bought ; 
*^ You know I am not worth a groat ; 140 

** But you refolv'd to have your jeft, 
" And 'twas a folly to conteft ; 
" Then, fmce you now have done your worft, 
** Pray leave me where you found me firft/* . 

HORACE, BOOK 11. SAT. VI, 

T ' V E often wifh'd that I had clear. 

For l}fe, fix hundred pounds a year, 
A handfome houfe to lodge a friend, 
A river at my garden's end, 
A terrace-walk, and half a rood j 

Of land fet out to plant a wood. 

Well, now I have all this and more, ,^ 
I afk not to increafe my ftore ; ^^ 

. . • The Lord Tjcafurcr's porter. 

G 4 * "B^vxx. 
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* But here a grievance feems to lie, 

^ All this \$ mine but till I die ; I a 

* I can't but think 'twould found more clever, 

* To me and to my heirs for ever. 

* If I ne'er got or loft a groat, 
< By any trick, or any fault ; 

* And if I pray by reafon's rules, 15 

* And not like forty other fools : 

* As thus, " Vouchfafe, oh gracious Maker ! 
** To grant me this and t'other acre : 

" Or, if it be thy will and pleafure, 

" Diredt my plow to find a treafure!" 20 

* But only what my ftation fits, 

* And to be kept in my right wits, 

* Preferve, Almighty Providence ! 

* Juft what you gave me, competence : 

* And let me in thefe fhades compofe 25 

* Something in verfc ^s true as profe ; 

* Remov'd from all th' ambitious fcene, 

* Nor pufTd by pride, nor funk by fpleen.' 

In fhort, I 'm perfedlly content. 
Let me but live on this fide Trent ; 30 

Nor crcfs the Channel twice a year. 
To fpend fix nionths with ftatefmen her«. 

I muft by all means come to town, 
'Tis for the fervice of the crown, 
*' Lewis, the Dean will be of ufe, ^^ 

f Send for him up, take no excufe/' 
The toil, the danger of the feas. 
Great minjfters ne'er think of thefe ; 
Or let it coft five hundred pound, 
No matter where thq money's found, 40 

" It 
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[t is but fo much more in debt, 
\nd that they ne'er confiderM yet. 
^* Good Mr, Dean, go change your gown, 

* Let my Lord know you're come to town/^ 

[ hurry me in hafte away, 4j 

Mot thinking it is levee-day ; 

A.nd find his honour in a pound, 

Hemm'd by a triple circle round, 

Chequer'd with ribbons blue and green : 

How (hould I thruft myfelf between ? jo 

Some wag obfcrves me thus perplexed, 

And, fmiling, whifpers to the next, 

* I thought the Dean had been too proud, 
'^ To juftle here among a crowd f* 

Another, in a furly fit, jj 

Fells me I have more zeal than wit, 

* So eager to exprefs your love, 

•^ You ne'er confider whom you fhove, 

' But rudely prefs before a duke." 

[ own, Tm pleas'd with this rebuke, 60 

And take it kindly meant, to fhow 

WTiat I defire the world fhould know, 

I get a whifper, and withdraw ; 
When twenty fools I never faw 
lllome with petitions fairly penn'd, 6? 

Dcfiring I would ftand their friend. 

This humbly offers me his cafe — 
That begs my intereft for a place — 
A hundred other men's affairs, 
Like bees, are humming in my ears. yo 

^' To-morrow my appeal comes 
f* Without your help, the caufe is gone — . " 

The 
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The duke expedtS my lord and you^ 

About fome great affair at two — 

" Put my lord Bolingbroke in mind, n^ 

" To get my warrant quickly fign*d : 

" Confider, 'tis my firft requeft.V — 

Be fatisfy d, I'll do my beft : 

Then prefently he falls to teaze, 

** You may for certain, if you pleafe ; 80 

" I doubt not, if his lordfhip knew — 

** And, Mr. Dean, one word from you — '* 

Tis (let me fee) three years and more, 
(Odober next it will be four) 
Since Harley bid me firft attend, 85 

And chofe me for an humble friend ; 
Would take me in his coach to chat. 
And queftion me of this and that ; 
As " What's o'clock ?" And, " How's the wind ?" 
" Whofe chariot's that wc left behind ?" 9a 

Or gravely try to read the lines 
Writ underneath the country figns ; 
Or, " Have you nothing new to-day 
** From Pope, from Parnell, or from Gay?" 
Such tattle often entertains 95 

My lord and me as far as Staines, 
As once a week we travel down 
To Windfor, and again to town. 
Where all that paffes /;//^r nos 
Might be proclaim'd at Charing-crofs. joo 

Yet fome I know with envy fwell, 
Becaufe they fee me us'd fo well : 
** How think you of our friend the Dean J 
" I wonder what fome people mean ! 

« My 
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" My lord and Tie are grown fo great, iq^ 

" Always together, tete-a-tete ; 
" What ! they admire him for his jokes ? — 
" See but the fortune of fomc folks !" 

There flies about a ftrangc report 
Of fome exprefs arriv'd at court : up 

I'm ftopp'd by all the fools I meet. 
And catechis'd in every ftreet. 
'* You, Mr. Dean, frequent the great : 
'' Inform us, will the Emperor treat ? 
' Or do the prints and papers lie ?*' u j 

Faith, Sir, you know as much as I. 
'' Ah, Dodtor, how you love to jeft ! 
' 'Tis now no fecret" — I proteft 
Tis one to me — " Then tell us, pray, 
' When are the troops to have their pay?'* 120 
\nd, though I folemnly declare 
[ know no more than my lord mayor, 
rhey Hand amaz'd, and think me grown 
rhe clofeft mortal ever known. 

Thus in a fea of folly toft, 1 25 

Vly choiceft hours of life are loft ; 
JTet always wiftiing to retreat, 
3h, could I fee my country feat ! 
There leaning near a gentle brook, 
Jleep, or perufe fome ancient book; i^o 

\nd there in fweet oblivion drown 
rhofe cares that Jiaunt the cpurt and town^ 



THE 
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THE AUTHOR UPON HIMSELR 1713. 

[A few of the firfi linet are wanting.^ 

By an old ^purfued 

A crazy prelate *, and a royal prude f ; 

By dull divines, who look with envious eyes 

On every genius that attempts to rife ; 

And paufing o'er a pipe, with doubtful nod. 

Give hints, that poets ne'er believe in God ; 

So clowns on fcholars as on wizards look. 

And take a folio for a conjuring book. 

Swift had the fin of wit, no venial crime ; 
Nay, 'tis affirm'd, he fometimes dealt in rhyme : 
Huraour and mirth had place in all he writ ; 
He reconcil'd divinity and wit : 
He mov'd and bow'd, and talk'd with too much grace j 
I>^or fliew'd the parfon in his gait or face ; 
Defpis'd luxurious wines and coftly meat ; 
Yet ftill was at the tables of the great ; 
Frequented lords ; faw thofe that law the Queen; 
At Child's or Truby's never once had been ; 
Where town and country vicars flock in tribes, 
Secur'd by numbers from the laymen's gibes j 
And deal in vices of the graver fort, 
Tobacco, cenfure, coffee, pride, and port. 

But, after fage monitions from his friends, 
His talents to employ for nobler ends ; 

• Dr. Sharp, archbiihop of York, f CL An^^c. ' • 
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To better judgements willing to fubmit, 
He turns to politicks his dangerous wit. 

And now, the public intereft to fupport, 
By Harley Swift invited comes to court 5 ^ 

[n favour grows with minifters of ftate ; 
\dmitted private, when fuperiors wait : 
A.nd Harley, not afliamM his choice to own. 
Takes him to Windfor in his coach alone. 
At Windfor Swift no fooner can appear, 
But St. John comes and whifpers in his ear : 
The waiters ftand in ranks ; the yeomen cry. 
Make room, as if a duke were pafling by. 

Now Finch* alarms the lords : he hears for certain 
This dangerous prieft is got behind the curtain. 
Finch, famM for tedious elocution, proves 
That Swift oils many a fpring which Harley moves. 
Walpole and Aiflabie f , to clear the doubt. 
Inform the Commons, that the fecret's out : 
" A certain Doftor is obferv'd of late 
" To haunt a certain minifter of ftate : 
" From whence with half an eye we may difcovcr 
" The peace is made, and Perkin muft come Over.*' 

York is from Lambeth fent, to ftiew the Queen 
A dangerous treatife J writ againft the fpleen ; 
Which, by the ftyle, the matter, and the drift, 
Tis thought could be the work of none but Swift. 
Poor Yorjc ! the harmlefs tool of others hate ; 
He fues for pardon §, and repents too late. 

• The carl of Nottingham. 

t They both fpokc againft him in the H. of C. 

{ Tale of a Tub. 

i He fent a meflage, to aflc Swift's pardon. 

I Now, 
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Now, angry Somerfet * her vengeance voWs 
On Swift's reproaches for her ***** 
From her red locks her mouth with venom fills, 
And thence into the royal ear inftills. 
The Queen incens'd, his fervices forgot. 
Leaves him a vidlim to the vengeful Scot f . 
Now through the realm a proclamation fpread. 
To fix a price on his devoted head J, 
While innocent, he fcorns ignoble flight ; 
His watchful friends preferve him by a fleight. 

By Harley's favour once again he fhines ; 
Is now carefs'd by candidate divines. 
Who change opinions with the changing fcene: 
Lord ! how w^ere they miftaken in the Dean ! 
Now Delawar § again familiar grows ; 
And in Swift's ear thrufts half his powdered nofe— « 
The Scottifh nation, whom he durft offend. 
Again apply that Swift would be their friend [[• 

ty fadion tir'd, with grief he waits a while. 
His great contending firiends to reconcile. 
Performs what friendfhip, juftice, truth require : 
What could he more, but decently retire ? 

• Sec the Windfor Prophecy, 
t The duke of Argyll. 

J For writing " The Public Spirit of the Whigs/' 
§ Then lord treafurer of the houfehold, who cautioufly ayoide^ 
Swift while the proclamation was impending. 

II He was viiitcd by the Scotch lords more than ever. 
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THE FAGGOT. 

Written when the Miniftry were at Variance, 17 13. 

Q B S E R V E the dying father fpeak : 

Try, lads, can you this bundle break ? 
Then bids the youngeft of the fix 
Take up a well-bound heap of flicks. 
They thought it was an old man's maggot j 
And flrove by turns to break the faggot : 
In vain j the complicated wands 
Were much too fbrong for all their hands. 
See, faid the fire, how foon 'tis done : 
Then took and broke them one by one. 
So flrong you'll be, in friendfhip tied ; 
So quickly broke, if you divide. 
Keep clofe then, boys, and never quarrel : 
Here ends the fable, and the moral. 

This Tale may be apply'd in few words 
To treafurers, comptrollers, flewards ; 
And others, who in folemn fort, 
Appear with flender wands at court ; 
Not firmly join'd to keep their ground, 
But laftiing one another round : 
While wife men think they ought to fight 
With quarter-flaffsinftead of white j 
Or conflable with flafF of peace. 
Should come and make the clattering ceafe ; 
Which now diflurbs the Queen and court, 
: And gives the Whigs and rabble fport» 



In 
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In hiftory we never found 
The Conful's Fafces were unbound ; 
Thofe Romans were too wife to think on% 
. Except to lafli fome grand delinquent. 
How would they blufh to hear it faid. 
The Praetor broke the Conful's head ! 
Or Conful, in his purple gown, 
Came up, and knock'd the Praetor down I 

Come, Courtiers : every man his ftick! 
Lord Treafurer, for once be quick : 
And that they may the clofer cling. 
Take your blue ribbon for a firing. 
Come, trimming Harcourt *, bring your mace j 
And fqueeze it in, or quit your place : 
Difpatch, or elfe that rafcal Northey f 
Will undertake to do it for thee : 
And be afllir'd, the Court will find him 
Prepared to leap o'er flicks, or bind them* 

To make the bundle flrong and fafe. 
Great Ormond, lend thy Generafs flafF: 
And, if the Crofier could be crammM in, 
A fig for Lechmere, King, and Hambden ! 
You'll then defy the flrongefl Whig 
With both his hands to bend a twig ; 
•Though with united flrength they all pull, 
From Somers, down to Craggs and Walpolc. 

♦ Lord Chancellor. 

t Sir Edward Northey, Attorney General. 



CATUX.-* 



[ 97 1 



CATULLUS DE LESBIA, 

T E S B I A for ever oa me rails, 
To talk of me fhe never fails. 
Now, hang me but for all her art, 
I find, that I have gain'd her heart. 
My proof is this : I plainly fee. 
The cafe is juft the fame with me ; 
I curfe her every hour fincerely. 
Yet, hang me but I love her dearly. 



EPIGRAM. From the French *.^ 



w 



H O can believe with common fcnff ," 
A bacon-^flice gives God offence ; 

Or, bow a herring has a charm 

Almighty vengeance to difarm ? 

Wrapt up in Majefty divine, 

Does he regard on what we dine ? 

On a curate's Complaint of Hard Duty. 

T MARCH'D three miles through fcorching fand, 

With zeal in heart, and notes in hand : 
[ rode four more to Great St. Mary, 
[Jfing four legs, when two were weary : 
To three fair virgins I did tie men, 
In the clofe bands of pleating Hymen : 

* Written extempore by a gentleman who was reproved by fome 
ot his companions for eating eggs and bacon on a faft-day. 

"Vol. VII. H I dipp'd 
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I dippM two babes in holy. water, 

And purify 'd their mother after. 

Within an hour and eke a half, 

I preach'd three congregations deaf ; 

Where thundering out, with lungs long-winded, 

I chopp'd fo faft, that few there minded* "" 

My emblem, the laborious fun, 

Saw all thefe mighty labours done 

Before one race of his was run. 

All this performed by Robert Hewit : 

What mortal elfe could e'er go through it ! 



CADENUS AND VANESSA- 

Written at Windfor, 1713. 

np H E fliepherds and the nymphs were leen 

Pleading before the Cyprian Queen. 
The counfel for the fair began, 
Accufing the falfe creature Man. 
The brief with weighty crimes was chargM, 5 
On which the pleader much enlarged ; 
That Cupid now has loft his art. 
Or blunts the point of every dart ; — 
His altar now no longer fmofces. 
His mother's aid no youth invokes : la 

7'his tempts freethinkers to refine, 
Arxd brir,^ in doubt thch powers divine ; 
Now love is dvvindl'j.l to intrigue, 
Aud marriage grown a money-league j 

Which 
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Which crimes aforefaid (with her leave) ••15 

Were (as he humbly did conceive) 

Againft our Ibvereign lady's peace, 

Againft the ftatute in that cafe, 

Againft her dignity and crown : 

Then pray'd an anfwer, and fat down. 20 

The nymphs with fcorn beheld their foes : 
When the defendant's counfel rofe. 
And, what no lawyer ever lackM, 
With impudence own'd all the fuGt ; 
But, what the gentleft heart would vex, 45 

Laid all the fault on t'other fex. 
That modern love is no fuch thing 
As what thofe ancient poets ling ; 
A fire celeftial, chafte, refiiiM, 
Conceived and kindled in the mind ; 30 

Which, having found an equal flame, 
Unites, and both become the fame, 
IndiflTerent breafts together burn, 
Together both to afhes turn. 
But wonxen now feel no fuch fire, 35 

And only know the grofs defire. 
Their paflions move in lower fpheres. 
Where'er caprice or folly fteers. 
A dog, a parrot, or an ape. 
Or fomc worfe brute in human ftiape, 40 

Ingrofs the fancies of the fair. 
The few foft moments they can fpare. 
From vifits to receive and pay ; 
From fcandal, politicks, and play ; 
From fans, and flounces, and brocades, 45 

From equipage and park-parades, 

H 2 From 
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from all the thoufand female toys, 

From every trifle that employs 

The out or infide of their heads. 

Between their toilets and their beds. 50 

In a dull flream, which moving flow, 
Vou hardly fee the current flow ; 
If a fmall breeze obflruft the courfe. 
It whirls about, for want of force. 
And in its narrow circle gathers 55 

Nothing but chafl?", and draws, and feathers. 
The current of a female mind * ' 

Stops thus, and turns with every wind ; ^ 

Thus whirling round together draws * 

Fools, fops, and rakes, for chaflf and ftraws. 60 J 
Hence we conclude, no womens hearts 
Are won by virtue, wit, and parts : 
Nor are the men of fenfe to blame. 
For breafts incapable of flame ; 
The fault mull on the nymphs be placed, 65 
Grown fo corrupted in their tafte. 

The pleader, having fpoke his bell. 
Had witnefs ready to attell. 
Who fairly could on oath depofe. 
When queftions on the fad arofe, 70 

That every article was true ; 
•Nor farther thofe deponents knew : — 
Therefore he humbly would infill, 
The bill might be with colls difmifs'd. 
The caufe appeared of fo much weight, . 75 

That Venus, from her judgement-fcat, . - " 
Defir^d them not to talk fo loud, . ': 

Elfe Ihe muft interpofe a cloud ; . . . r£ 

- ^ For, 
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For, if the heavenly folk fhould know 

Thefe pleadings in the courts below, . 80 

That mortals here difdain to love. 

She ne'er could fhe w her face above ; 

For gods, their betters, are too wife 

To value that which men defpife. 

And then, faid fhe, my fon and I 85 

Muft ftroU in air, 'twixt land and fky ; 

Or elfe, (hut out from heaven and earth, 

Fly to the fea, my place of birth ; 

There live, with daggled mermaids pent, 

And keep on fifh perpetual Lent. 90 

But, fmce the cafe appeared fo nice, 
She thought it beft to take advice. 
The Mufes, by their King's permiffion, 
Though foes to love, attend the feflion. 
And on the right hand took their places 95 

In order ; on the left, the Graces : 
To whom (he might her doubts propofe 
On all emergencies that rofe. 
The Mufes oft' were feen to frown ; 
The Graces half-afham'd look down ; 1 00 

And 'twas obferv'd, there were but few 
Of either fex among the crew, 
Whom (he or her afTeffors knew. 
The goddefs foon began to fee. 
Things were not ripe for a decree } 1 05 

And faid, (he muft confult her books, 
The lovers' Fletas, Bradons, Cokes. 
Firft to a dapper clerk (he beckon'd 
To turn to Ovid, book the fecond j 

H 3 She 



! 



loa SWIFT'S POEMS. 

She then referr'd them to a place no 

In Virgil, vide Dido's cafe 2 

As for TibuUus's reports, 

They never pafs'd for law in courts : 

For Cowley's briefs, and pleas of Waller, 

Still their authority was fmaller. 115 

There was on both fides much to fay : 
She'd hear the caufe another day. 
And fo fhe did , and then a third 
She heard it — there fhe kept her word :* 
Byt, with rejoinders or replies, 120 

Long bills, and anfwers fluff'd with lies. 
Demur, imparlance, and efToign, 
The parties ne'er could iflTue join : 
For fixteen years the caufe was fpun, 
And then flood where it firfl begun, 115 

Now, gentle Clio, fmg or fay, 
What Venus meant by this delay. 
The goddefs, much perplex'd in mind 
To fee her empire thus declin'd j 
When firfl this grand debate arofe, 130 

Above her wifdom to compofe, 
Concelv'd a project in her head 
To work her ends ; which, if it fped, 
Would fhew the merits of the caufe 
Far better than confulting laws. 135 

In a glad hour Lucina's aid 
Produc'd on earth a wondrous lAaid, 
On whom the Queen of Love was bent 
To try a new experiment. 
She threw her law-books on the ficlf, 14a 

And thus debated with berfelf* 

Since 



1 



CADENUS AND VANESSA. 103 

Since mea alledge, they ne'er can find 
Thofe beauties in a female mind. 
Which raiie a flame that will endure 
For ever uncorrupt and pure ; 145 

If 'tis with reafon they complain. 
This infant (hall reftore my reign, 
ni fearch where every virtue dwells, 
from courts inclufive down to cells : 
What preachers talk, or fages write ; 15a 

Thefe I will gather and unite, 
And reprefent them to mankind 
^ Collefted'in that infant's mind. 

This faid, (he plucks in heaven's high bowers 
A fprig of amaranthine flowers. 155 

In ne(3:ar thrice infufcs bays. 
Three times refin'd in Titan's rays ; 
Then calls the Graces to her aid, 
And fprinkles thrice the new-born maid : 
From whence the tender fkin afTumes 160 

A fweetnefs above all perfumes : 
From whence a cleanlinefs remains. 
Incapable of outward ftains : 
From whence that decency of mind, 
So lovely in the female kind, I Gs 

Where not one carelefs thought intrudes, 
Lefs modeft than the fpeech of prudes j 
Where never blu(h was called in aid, 
That fpurious virtue in a maid, 
A virtue but at fecond-hand ; 1 70 

They blufh, becaufe they underfland. ^ 

The Graces next would a£t their part, * 
And ihcw'd but little of thqr art ; 

H 4 Their 
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Their work was half already done^ 

The child with native beauty (hone ; 1 75 

The outward form no help required : 

Each, breathing on her thrice, infpir*d 

That gentle, foft, engaging air, 

Which in old times adorn'd the fair : 

And faid, " Vaneflfa be the name 180 

" By which thou (halt be known to feme : 

*' Vanefla, by the gods inroU'd : 

" Her name on earth fhall not be told.'* 

But ftill the work was not complete ; 
When Venus thought on a deceit, ige 

Drawn by her doves, away flie flies. 
And finds out Pallas in the Ikies. 
Dear Pallas, I have been this morn 
To fee a lovely infant bom ; 
A boy in yonder ifle below, jM 

So like my own without his bow. 
By beauty could your heart be won, 
You'd fwear it is Apollo's fon : 
But it (hall ne'er be faid, a child 
So hopeful has by me been fpoil'd j 19^ 

I have enough befide to fpare. 
And give him wholly to your care. 

Wifdom's above fulpedling wiles : 
The queen of Learning gravely fmiles. 
Down from Olympus comes with joy, ?oo 

Miftakes Vanefla for a boy ; 
Then fows within her tender mind 
Seeds long unknown to womankind j 
For manly bofoms chiefly fit. 
The feeds of knowledge, judgement, wit, 205 

Her 
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Her foul was fuddenly endued 

With juftice, truth, and fortitude ; 

With honour, which ho breath can ftaifl^ 

Which malice muft attack in vain ; 

With open heart and bounteous liand. 210 

But Pallas here was at a (land ; 

She knew, in: our degenerate days. 

Bare virtue tould not live On praife ; 

That meat muft be with money bought : 

She therefore, upon f^cond thought, 215 

Infus'd, yet as it were by ftealth. 

Some fmall regard for ftate and wealth ; 

Of which, as flie grew up, there ftaid 

A tindure in the prudent fnaid ; 

She managed her eftate with Care, 220 

Yet lik'd three footmen to heSr thair. 

^ut, left he ihould negleA his ftudies 

Like a young heir, the thrifty goddefs 

(For fear young mafter ihould be fpoil'd) 

Would ufe him like a younger child ; 225 

And, after long computing, found 

'Twould come to juft five thoufand pounds * 

The Queen of Love was pleas'd, and proud. 
To, fee Vanefla thus endowed : 
She doubted not but fuch a dame 230 

Through every breaft would dart a flame j 
That every rich and lordly fwain 
With pride would drag about her chain ; 
That fcholars would forfake their books. 
To ftudy bright Vanefla's looks ; 235 

As flie advanced, that womankind 
Wpuld by her model form their mind. 

And 
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And all their conduit would be try'd 
By her, as an unerring guide ; 
Offending daughters oft' would hear 240 

Vanefla's praife rung in their ear : 
Mifs Betty, when fhe does a fault. 
Lets fall her knife, or fpills the fait. 
Will thus be by her mother chid, 
" 'Tis what Vaneffa never did !" 24.^ 

Thus by the nymph and fwains adorM, 
My power fhall be again reftorM, 
• And happy lovers blefs my reign—- 
So Venus hopM, but hop'd in vain. 

For when in time the Martial Maid 2^0 

Found out the trick that Venus play'd. 
She (hakes her helm, fhe knits her brows, 
And fir'd with indignation, vows. 
To-morrow, ere the fetting fun^ 
She'd all undo that fhe had done. 255 

But in the poets we may find 
A wholefome law, time out of mind. 
Had been confirm'd by Fate's decree, 
That gods, of whatfoe'er degree, 
Refume not what themfelves have given, 260 
Or any brother-god in heaven ; 
Which keeps the 'peace among the gods. 
Or they mufl always be at odds : 
And Pallas, if fhe broke the laws, 
Mufl yield her foe the flronger caufe ; 265 

A fhame to one fo much ador'd 
For wifdom at Jove's council-board. 
Befides, fhe fearM the Queen of Love 
Would meet with better friends above, 

• And 
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And though flic muft with grief refledl, 270 

To fee a mortal vhrgin deckM 

With graces hitherto unknown 

To female breafts, except her own : 

Yet flie would aft as beft became 

A goddefs of unfpotted fame. 275 

She knew, by augury divine, 

Venus would fail in her defign : 

She fludy'd well the point, and found 

Her foe's conclufions were not found, 

From premiiTes errcMieous brought, aSo 

And therefore the deduftion^s nought. 

And muft have contrary efFefts, 

To what her treacherous foe expcfts. 

In proper fcafon Pallas meets 
The Queen of Love, whom thus flic greets, 2^5 
(For gods, we are by Homer told. 
Can in celeftial language fcold) 
perfidious goddefs ! but in vain 
You form'A this projeft in your brain ; 
A projeft for thy talents fit, ^90 

With much deceit and little wit. 
Thou haft, as thou fhalt quickly fee, 
DeceivM thyfelf, inftead of me : 
For how can heavenly wifdom prove 
An inftrument to earthly love ? 295 

Know'ft thou not yet, that men commence 
Thy votaries, for want of fenfe ? 
Nor fhall VanefTa be the theme 
To manage thy abortive fcheme : 
She'll prove the greateft of thy foes j 300 

And yet I fcorn to interpofe,' 

But^ 
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But, ufing neither fkill nor force. 
Leave all things to their natural courfe. 

The goddefs thus pfonounc'd her doom : 
When lo ! Vaneffa in her bloom 305 

AdvancM, like Atalantai's ftar. 
But rarely feen, and feen from far : 
In a new world with caution ftept, 
Watch'd all the company fhe kept, 
Well knowing, from the books fhe read, 310 
What dangerous paths young virgins tread : 
Would feldom at the Park appear. 
Nor faw the play-houfc twice a year ; 
Yet, not incurious, was inclined 
To know the converfe of mankind. 315 

Firft iflued from perfumer's Ihops, 
A crowd of faihionable fops : 
They afk'd her, how flic likM the play j 
Then told the tattle of the day ; 
A duel fought laft night at two, 32Q 

About a lady — ^you know who ; 
Mentioned a new Italian, Come 
Either from Mufcovy or Rome ; 
Gave hints of who and who's together j 
Then fell to talking of the weather ; 325 

Laft night was fo extremely fifte. 
The ladies walk'd till after nine ; 
Then, in foft voice and fpeech abfurd, 
With nonfenfe every fecond word. 
With fuftian from exploded plays, 33Q 

They celebrate her beauty's praife j 
Run o'er their cant of ftupid lies. 
And tell the murders of her eyes, 

3 With 
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With filent fcorn Vanefla fat. 
Scarce liftening to their idle chat ; 335 

Farther than fometiines hy a frown. 
When they grew pert, to pull them dpwn. 
At laft {he fpitefuUy was bent 
To try their wifdom's full extent ; 
And faid, fhe valued nothing lefs - 340 

Than titles, figure, fhape, and drefs ; 
That merit fhould be chiefly plac'd 
In judgement, knowledge, wit, and tafle.; 
And thefe, fhe pfFerM to difpute, 
Alone diftinguifli'd man from brute : 345 

That prefent times have no pretence 
To virtue, in the noble fenfe 
By Greeks and Romans underflood. 
To perifh for our country's good. 
She nam*d the ancient heroes round, 350 

Explained for what they were renown'd ; 
Then fpoke with cenfure or applaufe 
Of foreign cuftoms, rites, and'laws ; 
Through nature and through art fhe rang'd. 
And gracefully her fubjedt chang'^d ; ^^^ 

In vain ! her hearers had no (hare 
In all fhe fpoke, except to ftare. 
Their judgement was, upon' the whole, 
-—That lady is' the duUeft foul !- — 
Then tipt their forehead in a jeer, 360 

As who fhould fay — She wants it here ! 
She may be handfome, young, and rich. 
But none will burn her for a witch ! 

A party ne.^t of glittering dames. 
From round the purlieus of St. James, ^6^ 

Came 
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(To know the world ! a modern phrafe 430 
For vifits, ombres, balls, and plays,) 

Thus, to the world's perpetual fhame. 
The Queen of Beauty loft her aim ; 
Too late with grief fhe underftood, 
Pallas had done more harm than good j 435 
For great examples are but vain. 
Where ignoraqce begets difd^in. 
Both fexes, arm'd with guilt and fpite, 
Againft Vanefla's power unite : 
' To copy her, few nymphs afpir'd ; 440 

Her virtues fewer fwains admir'd. 
So ftars, beyond a certain height, 
Give mortals neither heat nor light. 

Yet fome of either fex, endow'd 
With gifts fuperior to the crowd, 445 

With virtue, knowledge, tafte, and wit. 
She condefcended to admit : 
With pleafing arts fhe could reduce 
Mens talents to their proper ufe j 
And with addrefs each genius held 450 

To that wherein it moft excell'd ; 
Thus, making others' wifdom known, 
Could pleafe them, and improve her own. 
A modeft youth faid fomething new ; 
She pWd it in the ftrongeft view. 455 

All humble worth ftie ftrove to raife ; 
Would not be prais'd, yet lov'd to praife. 
The learned met with free approach, 
Although they came not in a coach : 
Some clergy too ftie would allow, 460 

Nor quarreled at their awkward bow j 

But 
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But this was for Cadenus* fake, 

A gownman of a differeilt make ; 

Whom Pallas, once Vaneffa^s tutor, 

Had fix'd on for her coadjutor. 46c 

But Cupid, full of mifchief, longs 

To vindicate his nlother's wrongs. 

On Pallas all attempts are vain : 

One way he knows to give her pain.; 

Vows on Vaneffa's heart to take 470 

Due vengeance, for her patron's fake ; 

Thofe early feeds by Venus fown, 

In ^ite of Pallas, now were grown ; 

And Cupid hop'd, they would improve 

By time, and ripen into love. 47^ 

Ttie boy made ufe of all his craft. 

In vain difcharging many a fhaft. 

Pointed at colonels, lords, and beaux : 

Cadenus warded off the blows ; 

For, placing ftill fome book betwixt, 480 

The darts were in the cover fix'd, 

Or, often blunted and recoil'd, 

On Plutarch's Morals ftruck, were fpoil'd. 

The Queen of Wifdom could forefee. 
But not prevent, the Fate's decree : ^^ 485 
And human caution tries in vain 
To break that adamantine chain. 
Vanefla, though by Pallas taught. 
By Love invulnerable thought^ 
Searching in books for wifdom's aid, 490 

Was, in the very fearch, betray'd. 

Cupid, though all his darts were loft, 
Yet ftill refolvM to Iparc no coft : 
Vol. VII. I He 
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He could not anfwer to his fame 

The triumphs of that ftubborn dame, 49^ 

A nymph fo hard to be fubdued, 

Who neither was coquette nor prude. 

I find, faid he, fhe wants a dodlor. 

Both to adore her, and inftrudt her ; 

ril give her what fhe moft admires^ 500 

Among thofe venerable fires. 

Cadenus is a fubjedl fit, 

Grown old in politicks and wit, 

Carefs'd by minifters of ftate, 

Of half mankind the dread and hate. ^o^ 

Whatever vexations love attend. 

She need no rivals apprehend. 

Her fex, with univerfal voice, 

Muft laugh at her capricious choice. 

Cadenus many things had writ: 510 

Vanefla much efteemM his wit, 
And call'd for his poetic works : 
Mean time the boy in fecret lurks ; 
And, while the book was in her hand. 
The urchin from his private ftand 51^ 

Took aim, and (hot with all his ftrength 
A dart of fuch prodigious length. 
It piercM the feeble volume through. 
And deep transfix'd her bofom too. 
Some lines, more moving than the refl:, ^10 
Stuck to the point that pierc'd her breaft. 
And, borne diredtly to the heart. 
With pains unknown, increased her fmart. 

Vanefla, not in years a fcore. 
Dreams of a gown of forty-four j 52^ 

Imaginary 



CADtNUS AND VANESSA- 115 

tmaginary charms can find 

In eyes with reading almoft blind 2 

Cadenus now no more appears 

Declined ih health, advanced in years. 

She fancies mufick in his tongue ; 530 

Nor farther looks, but thinks him young. 

What mariner is not afraid 

To venture in a fhip decayM ? 

What planter will attempt to yoke 

A fapling with a falling oak ? 53^ 

As years increafe, (he brighter fiiines ; 

Cadenus with each day declines : 

And he muft fall a prey to time, 

While Ihe continues in her primci 

Cadenus, common forms apstrt, ^40 

In every fcene had kept his healt ; 
Had figh'd dnd languifh'd, vow'd and writ, 
For paftime^ Or to fhew his wit. 
But books, and time, and ftate affairs, 
Had fpoilM his fafhionable airs : 545 

He now could praife, cfleem, appfoye^ 
But underflood not what was love. 
His condufl: might have made him ftyl'd 
A father^ arid the nymph his child* 
That innocent delight he took 550 

To fee the virgin mind her book, 
Was but the mailer's fecret joy 
In fchool to hear the finefl boy» 
Her knowledge with her fancy grew j 
She hourly prcfs'd for fomething new ; SSS 
Ideas came into her mind 
So fafl, his leflbns laggM behind ; 

I 2 She 
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She reafonM, without plodding long. 

Nor ever gave her judgment wrong. 

But now a fudden change was wrought : 560 

She minds no longer what he taught. 

Cadenus was amaz'd> to find 

Such marks of a diftradled mind: 

For, though (he feem'd to liften more 

To all he fpoke, than e'er before, 565* 

He found her thoughts would abfent range. 

Yet guefs'd not whence could fpring the change. 

And firft he modeftly conjedures 

His pupil might be tir'd with ledlures ; 

Which help'd to mortify his pride, 570 

Yet gave him not the heart to chide : 

But, in a mild dejefted ftrain. 

At laft he ventured to complain ; 

Said, flie fhould be no longer teasM, 

Might have her freedom when fhe pleased : 575 

Was now convinced, he a£ted wrong 

To hide her from the world fo long, 

And in dull ftudies to engage 

One of her tender fex and age : 

That every nymph with envy own'd, ^So 

How fhe might fhine in xhcgrande monde% 

And every fhepherd was undone 

To fee her cloifter'd like a nun. 

This was a vifionary fcheme : 

He wak'd, and found it but a dream ; ^$ 

A project far above his fkill ; 

For nature muft be nature ftilL 

If he were bolder than became 

A fcholar to a courtly dame> 

5 She 
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She might excufe a man of letters : 59^ 

Thus tutors often treat their betters ; 
And, (ince his talk offenfive grew. 
He came to take his laft adieu. 

Vaneffa, fiUM with juft difdain. 
Would ftill her dignity maintain, 595 

Inftru6bed from her early years 
To fcom the art of female tears. 

Had he employed his time fo long 
To teach her what was right and wrong ; 
Yet could fuch notions entertain 60O 

That all his lectures were in vain ? 
She own*d the wandering of her thoughts ; 
But he muft anfwer for her faults. 
She well remembered, to her coft. 
That all his leflbns were not loft. 605 

Two maxims (he could ftill produce. 
And fad experience taught their ufe ; 
That virtue, pleasM by being fhown. 
Knows nothing which it dares not own j 
Can make us without fear difclofe 610 

Our inmoft fecrets to our foes : 
That common forms were not defign'd 
Directors to a noble mind. 
Now, faid the nymph, to let you fee 
My actions with your rules agree j 615 

That I can vulgar forms defpife. 
And have no fecrets to difguife : 
i knew, by what you faid and writ. 
How dangerous things were men of wit ; 
You cautionM me againft their charms, 620 
But aever gave me equal arms ; 

I 3 Your 
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Your leflbns found the weakeft part, 
Aim'd at the head, but reachM the heart, 

Cadenus felt within him rife 
Shame, difappointment, guilt, furprizc. 
He knew not how to reconcile 
Such language with her ufual ftyle : 
And yet her words were fo expreft. 
He could not hope fhe fpoke in jeft. 
His thoughts had wholly been confined 
To form and cultivate her mind. 
He hardly knew, till he was told. 
Whether the nymph were young or old ; 
Had met her in a public place. 
Without diftinguifhing her face : 
Much lels could his declining age 
Vanefla's earlieft thoughts engage ; 
And, if her youth indifference met, 
His perfon muft contempt beget.; 
Or, grant her paflion be fincere. 
How fhall his innocence be clear ? 
Appearances were all fo ftrong. 
The world muft think him in the^ wrong : 
Would fay, he made a treacherous ufe 
Of wit, to flatter and feduce ; 
The town would fwear, he had betrayM 
By magic fpells the harmlefs maid ; 
And every beau would have his jokes. 
That fcholars were like other folks ; 
And, when Platonic flights were over, 
The tutor turned a mortal lover ! 
So tender of the young and fair ! 
It Ihew'd a true paternal care — 



::adenus and vanessa, n^ 

thoufand guineas in her purfe ! 

Dodor might have fanqy'd worfe.i — ^SS 

irdiy at length he filence broke, 

faulter'd every word he fpoke ; 

preting her complaifance, 

IS a man^;ij" confequence, 

allied well, he always knew : 660 

manner now was fomething new } 

what fhe fpoke was in an air 

rious as a tragic player. 

hofe who aim at ridicule 

Id fix upon fome certain rule, 66 f 

h fairly hints they are in jeft, 

le muft enter his proteft : 

let a man be ne'er fo wife, 

lay be caught with fober lies ; 

ence which he never taught, 670. 

to be free, wa$ dearly bought ; 
take it in its proper light, 
uft what coxcombs call a bite. 
t, not to dwell on things minute, 
(Ta finifliM the difpute; 675 

^ht weighty arguments to prove 
reafon was her guide in love. 
loiight he had himfelf defcribM, 
lodrincs when (he firft imbib'd : 

he had planted, now was grown ; 6Sq 
irtucs fhe might call her own ; 
) approves, as he diflikes, 
or contempt her fancy idrikes. 
3VC, in nature rooted faft, 
ds us firft, and leaves us laft : 685 

I 4 Why 
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Through this fhe made all objcds pafs 

Which gave a tindhire o'er the mafs ; 

As rivers, though they bend and twine, 720 

Still to the fea their courfe incline ; 

Or, as philofophers, who find 

Some favourite fyftem to their mind, 

In every point to make it fit, 

Will force all nature to fubmit. ji^ 

Cadenus, who could ne'er fufpfeft 
His leflbns would have fuch effedt, 
Or be fo artfully apply'd, 
Infenfibly came on her fide. 
It was an unforefeen event ; ^30 

Things took a turn he never meant. 
Whoe'er excels in what we prize, 
Appears a hero in our eyes : 
Each girl, when pleas'd with what is taught. 
Will have the teacher in her thought. 735 

When Mifs delights in her fpinnet, 
A fidler m^y a fortune get ; 
A blockhead, with melodious voice. 
In boarding-fchools may have bis choice ; 
And oft' the dancing-mafter's art 74a 

Climbs from the toe to touch the heart. 
In learning lef a nymph delight. 
The pedant gets a miftrefs by 't. 
Cadenus, to his grief and fhame. 
Could fcarce oppofe Vanefla's flame ; 74^ 

And, though her arguments were ftrong. 
At leaft could hardly wifli them wrong, 
powe'er it came, he could not tell, 
^ut fure ib? never talk'd fo well. 



4 
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His pride began to interpofe ; yjo 

Preferr d before a crowd of beaux ! 

So bright a nymph to come unfought ! 

Such wonder by his merit wrought ! 

'Tis merit muft with her prevail ! 

He never knew her judgment fail ! 75 ? 

She noted all fhe ever read ! 

And had a moft difcerning head ! 

'Tis an old maxim in the fchools^ 
That flattery's the food of fools ; 
Yet now and then your men of wit 760 

Will condefcend to take a bit. 

So, when Cadenus could not hide, 
He chofe to juftify his pride ; 
Conftruing the paflion he had fhown. 
Much to her praife, more to his own, y6^ 

Nature in him had merit placed, 
In her a moft judicious tafte. 
Love, hitherto a tranfient gueft, * 

Ne'er held pofleffion of his breaft ; 
So long attending at the gate, 77Q 

Difdain'd to enter in fo late. 
Love why do we one paflion call, 
When 'tis a compound of them all ? 
Where hot and cold, where fharp and fweet, 
In all their equipages meet ; jj^ 

V/herc pleafurcs mixM with pains appear. 
Sorrow with joy, and hope with fear; 
Wherein his dignity and age 
Forbid Cadenus to engage. 
But friendfliip, in its greateft height, 780 

A conftant, rational delight, 

6 pn 
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On virtue's bafis fixM to laft, 

When love allurements long are paft^ 

Which gently warms, but cannot burn, 

He gladly offers in return ; 785 

His want of paffion will redeem 

With gratitude, refpedt, efteem ; 

With that devotion we bellow. 

When goddefles appear below. 

While thus Cadenus entertains 790 

Vaneffa in exalted ftrains, 
The nymph in fober words intreats 
A truce with all fublime conceits : 
For why fuch raptures, flights, and fancies, 
To her who durft not read romances ? 795 

In lofty ftyle to make replies. 
Which he had taught her to defpife ? 
But when her tutor will affect 
Devotion, duty, and refpeft. 
He fairly abdicates the throne ; 800 

The government is now her own ; 
He has a forfeiture incurr'd ; 
She vows to take him at his word. 
And hopes he will not think it ftrange. 
If both fhould now their ftations change ; 805 
The nymph will have her turn to be 
The tutor ; and the pupil, he : 
Though (he already can difcern 
Her fcholar is not apt to learn ; 
Or wants capacity to reach 810 

The fcience fhe defigns to teach : 
Wherein his genius was below 
The (kill of every common beau, 

Who, 
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Who, though he cannot Ipell, is wife 
Enough to read a lady's eyes, 815 

And will each accidental glance 
Interpret for a kind advance. 

But what fuccefs Vanefla met 
Is to the world a fecret yet. 
Whether the nymph, to pleafe her fwain, 820 
Talks in a high romantic drain j 
Or whether he at laft defcends 
To a£t with lefs feraphic ends ; 
Or, to compound the bufinefs, whether 
They temper love and books together ; 8^5 

Muft never to mankind be told, 
"Nor (hall the confcious Mufe unfold. 

Meantime the mournful Queen of Love 
Led but a weary life above. 
She ventures now to leave the fkies, 83P 

Grown by Vanefla's conduft wife : 
For, though by one perverfe event 
JPallas had crofsM her firft intent ; 
Though her defign was not obtained ; 
Yet had fhe much experience gainM, 835 

And, by the projed: vainly try'd, 
Could better now the caufe decide. 
She gave due notice, that both parties. 
Coram Regina^ prox^ die Martis^ 
Should at their peril, without fail, 840 

Come and appear, and fave their bail. 
All met ; and, filence thrice proclaim*d, 
One lawyer to each fide was nam'd. 
The judge difcoverM in her face 
Refentments for her late difgrace j 845 

And 
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And, full of anger, fhame, and grief, 
Diredbed them to mind their brief; 
Nor fpend their time to (hew their reading ; 
She'd have a fummary proceeding. 
She gathered under every head 850 

The fum of what each lawyer faid^ 
Gave her own reafons laft, and then 
Decreed the caufe againft the men. 
But, in a weighty cafe like this, 
To fhew (he did not judge amifs, 855 

Which evil tongues might elfe report. 
She made a fpeech in open court ; 
Wherein ftie gievoufly complains, 
*' How ftie was cheated by the fwains ;" 
On whofe petition (humbly fhewing, 860 

That women were not worth the wooing. 
And that, unlefs the fex would mend. 
The race of lovers foon muft end) — 
** She was at Lord knows what expence 
** To form a nymph of wit and fenfe, 865 

^ A model for her fex defign'd, 
" Who never could one lover find. 
^ She faw her favom: was mifplac^d ; 
*' The fellows had a wretched tafte ; 
•* She needs muft tell them to their face, 870 
" They were a ftupid, fenfelefs race ; 
" And, were ihe to begin again, 
•* She'd ftudy to reform the men ; 
" Or add fome grains of foUy more 
•• To women, than they had before, 875 

•* To put them on an equal foot ; 
*^ And this, or nothing elfe, would do't. 

•^ This 
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" This might their mutual fancy ftrike ; 
*' Since every being loves its like. 

" But now, repenting what was done, SS6 
" She left all bufineft to her fon ; 
•* She puts the world in his pofleffion^ 
*^ And let him ufe it at difcretion." 

The crier was order'd to difmifs 
The court, fo made his laft " O yes!" 88^ 

The goddefs would no longer wait ; 
But, riling from her chair of ftate,* 
Left all below at fix and feven, 
Harnefs*d her doves, and flew to heaven. 



TO LOVE* 

TN all I wifh, how happy fhould I be,' 

Thou grand Deluder, were it not for thee ! 
So weak thou art, that fools thy power defpife i 
And yet fo ftrong, thou triumph'ft o'er the wifc^ 
Thy traps are laid with fuch peculiar art. 
They catch the cautious, let the rafh depart. 
Mofl: nets are fillM by want of thought and care i 
But too much thinking brings us to thy (hare j 
Where, held by thee, in flavery we flay. 
And throw the pleafing part of life away. 
But, what does mod my indignation move, 
Difcretioti ! thou wert ne'er a friend to love : 



* Found in Mifs Vanhomrigh's defk^ dStct her death, in th^ 
hand'Writing of Dr. Swift. 

Thy 
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chief delight is to defeat thofe arts, 
hich he kindles mutual flames in hearts ; 
2 the blind loitering God is at his play, 
. fteal'ft his golden-pointed darts away : 
z darts which never fail ; and in their ftead 
ey^fl: malignant arrows tipt with lead : 
heedlefs God, fufpeding no deceits, 
ts on, and thinks he has done wondrous feats j 
he poor nymph, who feels her vitals burn, 
from her fhepherd can find no return^ 
;nts, and rages at the power divine, 
n, curft Difcretion ! all the fault was thine : 
d and Hymen thou haft fet at odds^ 
bred fuch feuds between thofe kindred gods, 
Venus cannot reconcile her fons ; 
n one appears, away the other runs, 
former fcales, wherein he us*d to poife 
againft love, and equal joys with joys, 
low fiird up with avarice and pride, 
re titles, power, and riches, flill fubfide. 
I, gentle Venus, to thy father run, 
tell him, how thy children are undone ; 
ire his bolts to give one fcital blow, 
ftrike Difcretion to the (hades below. 



A REBUS. 
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A REBUS, By Vanessa. 

/^ U T the name of the man * who his miftrels | 
deny'd, I 

And let the firft of it be only af ply'd | 

To join with the prophet f who David did chide; ^ 
Then fay what a horfe is that runs very faft J ; 
And that which deferves'f^ be firft put the laft * 
Spell all then, and put thpm together, to find 
The Name and the Virtues of him f ddign'd. 
Like the Patriarch in Egypt, he's vers'd in the ftatc j 
Like the Prophet in Jewry, he's free with the great j 
Like a racer he flies, to fuccour with fpeed. 
When his friends want his aid, or defert is in need. 



THE DEAN'S ANSWER. 

'npHE nymph who wrote this in an amorous fit, 
•^ I cannot but envy the pride of her wit. 
Which thus (he will venture profufely to throw 
On fo mean a defign, and a fubjedt fo low. 
For mean's her defign, and her fubjedt as mean, 
The firft but a Rebus, the laft but a Dean. 
A Dean's but a parfon : and what is a Rebus ? 
A thing never known to the Mufes or Phoebus. 
The corruption of verfe ; for, when all is done. 
It is but a paraphrafe made on a pun. 

• Jtf-feph. t ^atioM. X Swift. 

But 
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t a genius like her's no fubjeiS; can ftifle, 
(hews and difcovers itfelf through a trifle, 
reading this trifle, I quickly began 
find her a great wit, but the dean a fmall man. 
:h ladies will fumifh their garrets with ftuflT, 
bich others for mantuas would think fine enough : 
the wit that is laviflily thrown away here, 
ght furnifli a fecond-rate poet a year, 
us much for the verfe, we proceed to the next^ 
lere the Nymph has entirely forfaken her text : 
T fine panegyricks are quite out of feafon, 
d what fhe defcribes to be merit, is treafon : 
e changes which faftion has made in the flate, 
ve put the dean's politicks quite out of date : 
w no one regards what he utters with freedom, 
d, ihould he write pamphlets, no great man 

would read 'em ; 
d fliould w^ant or defert ftand in need of his aid, 
is racer would prove but a duU-founderM jade. 



)RACE, B. 11. ODE I. PARAPHRASED. 

Addreffed to Richard Steele, Efq, 1714. 

*' En qui promictit cives, urbem fibi curse, 

'* Impcrium fore, & Icaliam, 5c dclubra deorum." 

HoR. I. Sat. vi. 34* 

r\ICK, thouVt refoIvM, as I am told. 

Some ftrange arcana to unfold, 
N.nd, with the help of Bucklcy*8 pen. 
To vamp the good old caufe again : 
Vol. VII. K Which 
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Which thou (fuch Burnet's ftirewd advice is) 5 

Muft furbifli up, and nickname Crifis. 

Thou pompoufly wilt let us know 

What all the world knew long ago^ 

(E*er fince Sir William Gore was mayor. 

And Harley fillM the Commons* chair) 10 

That we a German Prince muft own. 

When Anne for heaven refigns her throne. 

But, more than that, thou'lt keep a rout 

With — who is in — ^and who is out ; 

Thou'It rail devoutly at the peace, 15 

And all its fecret caufes trace. 

The bucket-play 'twixt Whigs and Tories, 

Their ups and downs, with fifty ftories 

Of tricks the lord of Oxford knows, 

And errors of our Plenipoes. 20 

Thou'lt tell of leagues among the great. 

Portending ruin to our ftate ; 

And that of dreadful coup d\clat^ 

Which has afforded thee much chat. 

The Queen, forfooth (defpotic) gave 25 

Twelve coronets without thy leave ! 

A breach of liberty, 'tis own'd. 

For which no heads have yet aton'd ! 

Believe me, what thou'ft undertaken 

May bring in jeopardy thy bacon ; 30 

For madmen, children, wits, and fools. 

Should never meddle with edg'd tools. 

But, fince thou'rt got into the fire. 

And canft not eafily retire. 

Thou muft no longer deal in farce, ^^ ' 

Nor pump to cobble wicked verfe j 

Until 
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Until thou fhalt have eas'd thy confciencc, 

Of fpleen, of politicks, and nonfcHfe j 

And, when thou'ft bid adieu to cares. 

And fettled Europe*s grand affairs, 40 

'Twill then, perhaps, be worth thy while 

For Drury-Lane to Ihape thy ftyle : 

*' To make a pair of jolly fellows, 

" The fon and father, join to tell us, 

*' How fons may fafely difobey, 45 

" And fathers never fhould fay nay ; 

** By which wife conduct they grow friends 

** At laft — and fo the ftory ends *." 

When firft I knew thee, Dick, thou wert 
Rcnown'd for fkill in Fauftus' art f ; 50 

Which made thy clofet much frequented 
3Jy buxom laffes — fome repented 
Their lucklefs choice of hufbands — others. 
Impatient to be like their mothers. 
Received from thee profound direftions 55 

How beft to fettle their affediorts. 
Thus thou, a friend to the diftrefs'd, 
Didft in thy calling do thy beft. 

But now the Senate (if things hit 
And thou at Stockbridge wert not bit) 60 

Muft feel thy eloquence and fire. 
Approve thy fchemes, thy wit admire, 
Thee with immortal honours crown. 
While patriot-like, thou'lt ftrut and frown. 

* This is faid to be a plot of a comedy with which Mr. Steele 
kat long threatened the town. Swift.— In fome particulars it 
would apply to the *' The Confcioas Lovers." 

f There were fome tolerable grounds for this rcfle^on. Mr. 
Steele had aAually a laboratory at Poplar. 

K 2 What 
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What tllough by enemies 'tis faid^ 6^ 

The laurel, which adorns thy head^ 
Muft one day come in competition. 
By virtue of fome fly petition : 
Yet mum for that ; hope ftill the befl:, 
Nor let fuch cares difturb thy reft. 70 

Methinks I hear thee loud as trumpet. 
As bagpipe ftirill, or oyfter-ftrumpet ; 
Methinks I fee thee, fpruce and fine. 
With coat embroiderM richly fliine. 
And dazzle all the, idol-faces, 75 

As through the hall thy worfliip paces ; 
(Though this I fp^ak; but at a venture, 
Suppofmg thou haft? tick with. Hunter) 
Methinks I fee a black-guard rout 
Attend thy coach, and. hear them Ihout 80 
In approbation of thy tongue. 
Which (in their ftyle) is purely hung, \ 

Now ! now ypu carry all before you ! 
Nor dares one Jacobite or Tory 
Pretend to anfwef one fyl-lable, i$ 

Except the matchlefs hero Abel *. 
What though her highnefs and her Ipoufe, 
In Antvf erp f keep a frugal houfe, 
Yet, not forgetful of a friend, 
They 11 foon enable thee to fpend, ^0 ] 

If to Macartney J thou wilt toaft, j 

And to his pious patron's ghoft« 

• Abel Roper. 

+ Where the duke of Marlborough then refidcd. 

I General Macartney, who killed duke Hamilton. 

Now. 



HORACE, BOOK IL ODE I. 133 

Now manfully thouMt run a tilt 

" On popes, for all the blood theyVe fpilt, 

" For maflacres, and racks, and flames, 95 

*' For lands enrich'd by crimfon ftreams, 

*' For inquifitions taught by Spain, 

•' Of which the Chriftian world complain." 

Dick, we agree— all's true thou'ft faid. 
As that my Mufe is yet a maid. 100 

But, if I may with freedom talk. 
All this is foreign to thy walk : 
Thy genius has perhaps a knack 
At trudging in a beaten track. 
But is for llate-afFairs as fit 105 

As mine for politicks and wit. 
Then let us both in time grow wife, 
Nor higher than our talents rife ; 
To fome fnug cellar let's repair 
From duns and debts, and drown our care ; 110 
Now quaflT of honeft ale a quart. 
Now venture at a pint of port ; 
With which infpir'd, we'll club each night 
Some tender fonnet to indite. 
And with Tom D'Urfey, Philips, Dennis, 115 
Immortalize our Dolls and Jenneys. 
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John Dennis, the fheltering Poet's Invitation to 
Richard Steele, the fccluded Party-writer, and 
Member, to come and live with him in The 
Mint J I7i4** 

Fit to be bound up with The Crisis. 

T F thou canft lay afide a fpendthrift's air, 
And condefcend to feed on homely fair. 
Such as we Minters, with ragouts unftor'd. 
Will, in defiance of the law, afford : 
Quit thy patrols with Toby*s Chriftmas-box, 5 
And come to me at The Two Fighting Cocks ; 
Since printing by fubfcription now is grown 
The ftaleft, idleft cheat about the town ; 
And ev'n Charles Gildon, who, a Papift bred. 
Has an alarm againft that worfhip fpread, lo 

Is pradiifing thofe beaten paths of cruiling, 
And for new levies on Propofals mufing. 

'Tis true, that Bloomfbury-Square's a noble place; 
But what are lofty buildings in thy cafe ? 
What's a fine houfe embellifti'd to profufion, 15 
Where fiioulder-dabbers are in execution ? 
Or whence its timorous tenant feldom fallies. 
But apprehenfive of infulting bailiffs ? 
This once be mindful of a friend's advice, 
And ceafe to be improvidently nice ; 20 

• This and the preceding poem arc printed frem copies in the 
Lambeth Library, K. i. 2. 29, 30. 410. 

Exchange 
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Exchange the profpeftvS that delude thy fight, 
From Highgate's fteep afcent and Hampftead's height, 
With verdant fcenes, that, from St. George's fieldi 
More durable and fafe enjoyments yield. 

Here I, ev'n I, that ne*er till now could find 25 
Eafe to my troubled and fufpicious mind, 
But ever was with jealoufies pofTefs'd, 
Am in a ftate of indolence and reft ; 
Fearful no more of Frenchmen in difguife, 
Nor looking upon ftrangers as on fpies, 30 

But quite divefted of my former fpleeo, 
Am unprovok'd without, and calm within : 
And here I'll wait thy coming, till the fun 
Shall its diurnal courfe completely run. 
Think not that thou of fturdy butt fhall fail, ^5 
My landlord's cellar's ftock'd with beer and ale. 
With every fort of malt that is in ufe, 
And every county's generous produce. 
The ready (for here Chriftian faith is fick. 
Which makes us feldom trefpafs upon tick) 40 
Inftantly brings the choiceft liquors out, 
Whether we afk for home-brew'd or for ftout, 
For mead or cyder, or, with dainties fed. 
Ring for a flafk or two of white or red, 
Such as the drawer will not fail to fwear 45 

Was drunk by Pilkington when third time mayoj;. 
That name, methinks, fo popularly known 
For oppofition to the church and crown. 
Might make the Lufitanian grape to pafs, 
And almoft give a fandlion to the glafs j j^ 

Efpecially with thee, whofe hafty zeal 
Againft the late rejected commerce-bill 

K 4 Made 
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Made thee rife up, like an audacious elf, 
To do the fpeaker honour, not thyfelf. 

But, if thou foar*fl: above the common prices,, §5 
By virtue of fubfcription to thy Crifis, 
And nothing can go down with thee, but wines 
Prefs'd from Burgundian and Campanian vines. 
Bid them be brought ; for, though I hate the French, 
I love their liquors, as thou lov*ft a wench ; 60 
Elfe thou muft humble thy expenfive tafte. 
And, with us, hold contentment for a feaft. 

The fire's ah'cady lighted ; and the maid 
Has a clean cloth upcii the table laid. 
Who never on a Saturday had ftruck, 6^ 

But for thy entertainment, up a buck. 
Think of this adt of grace, which by your leave 
Sufan would not have done on Eafter Eve, 
Had fhe not been inform'd over and over, 
'Twas for th' ingenious Author of The Lover. 70 

Ceafe therefore to beguile thyfelf with hopes, 
Which is no more than making fandy ropes, 
And quit the vain purfuit of loud applaufe. 
That muft bewilder thee in fadion's caufe. 
Pry'thee what is't to thee who guides the ftate ? 75 
Why Dunkirk's demolition is fo late ? 
Or why her majcfty thinks fit to ceafe 
The din of war, and hufh the wofld to peace ? 
The clergy too, without thy aid, can tell 
What texts to choofe, and on what topicks dwell ; 8q 
And, uninftrufted by thy babbling, teach 
Their flocks ccleftial happinefs to reach. 
Rather let fuch poor fouls as you and 1, 
Say that the holydays are drawing nigh, 

And 
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And that to-morrow's fun begins the week, 85 
"Which will abound with flore of ale and cake,, 
"With hams of bacon, and with powder'd beef, 
StufF'd to give field-itinerants relief. 

Then I, who have within thefe precindts kept. 
And ne'er beyond the chimney-fweeper's ftept, 90 
Will take a loofe, and venture to be feen. 
Since 'twill be Sunday, upon Shanks's green ; 
There, with eredied looks and phrafe fublime. 
To talk of unity of place and time. 
And with much malice, mix'd with little fatire, 95 
Explode the wits on t'other fide o' th' water. 

Why has my lord Godolphin's fpecial grace 
Inverted me with a queen's-waiter's place, 
If I, debarr'd of feftival delights. 
Am not allow'd to fpend the perquilites ? 100 

He's but a fhort remove from being mad, 
Who at a time of jubilee is fad. 
And, like a griping ufurer, does fpare 
His money to be fquander'd by his heir ; 
Flutter'd away in liveries and in coaches, 105 

And wafhy forts of feminine debauches. 
As for my part, whate'er the world may think, 
I'll bid adieu to gravity, and drink ; 
And, though I can't put off a woeful mien, 
Will be all mirth and cheerfulnefs within : no 
As, in defpight of a cenforious race, 
I moil incontinently fuck my face. 
What mighty projed:s does not he defign, 
Whofe ftomach flows, and brain turns round with 
wine ? 

Wine, 
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Wine, powerful wine, can thaw the frozen cit, 115 

And fafhion him to humour and to wit ; 

Makes even S**** to difclofe his art. 

By racking every fecret from his heart. 

As he flings off the ftatefman's fly difguife. 

To name the cuckold's wife with whom he lies. 1 2<i 

Ev'n Sarum, when he quaflfs it fl:ead of tea. 

Fancies himfelf in Canterbury's fee, 

And S****** when he caroufing reels. 

Imagines that he has regain'd the feals : 

W******, by virtue of his juice, can fight, 125 

And Stanhope of commifliioners make light. 

Wine gives lord William aptitude of parts. 

And fwells him with his family's deferts: 

Whom can it not make eloquent of fpeech ? 

Whom in extremefl: poverty not rich ? 1 30 

Since, by the means of the prevailing grape, 

Th****n can Lechmere's warmth not only ape. 

But, half-feas-o'er, by its infpiring bounties. 

Can qualify himfelf in feveral counties. 

What I have promis'd, thou may ft reft afliir'd, 135 

Shall faithfully and gladly be procur'd. 

Nay, I'm already better than my word. 

New plates and knives adorn the jovial board : 

And, left thou at their fight fliouldft make wryfaces. 

The girl has fcower'd the pots, and wafh'd the glaflles, 

Ta'en care fo excellently well to clean 'em. 

That thou mayft fee thine own dear pidture in 'em* 

Moreover, due provilion has been made, 
That converfation may not be betray'd j 
I have no company but v/hat is proper 14c 

To fit with the moft flagrant Whig at fupper. 

There's 
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There's not a man among them but muft pleafe. 
Since they 're as like each other as are peas, 
Toland and Hare have jointly fent me word, 
They'll come ; and Kennet thinks to make a third, 150 
Provided he 'as no other invitation. 
From men of greater quality and ftation. 
Room will for Oldmixon and J — s be left : 
But their difcourfes fmell fo much of theft, 
There would be no abiding in the room, 155 

Should two fuch ignorant pretenders come. 
However, by this trufty bearer write, 
If I (hould any other fcabs invite ; 
Though if I may my ferious judgment give, 
I'm wholly for King Charles's number five : 160 
That was the flint in which that monarch fix'd. 
Who would not be with noifmcfs perplex'd : 
And that, if thou'lt agree to think it beft. 
Shall be our tale of heads, without one other gueft. 
I've nothing more, now this is faid, to fay, 165 
But to requeft thou'lt inftantly away. 
And leave the duties of thy prefent poft. 
To fome well-fkill'd retainer in a hoft ; 
Doubtlefs he'll carefully thy place fupply, 
And o'er his grace's horfes have an eye. 170 

While thou, who flunk through poftern more than 

once, 
Doft by that means avoid a crowd of duns, 
And, crofTmg o'er the Thames at Temple-ftairs, 
Leav'ft Philips with good words to cheat theu: ears. 



To 
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To LORD HARLEY, on his MARRIAGE^ 

1713- 

MONG the numbers who employ 
Their tongues and pens to give you joy. 
Dear Harley ! generous youth, admit 
What friendfhip dictates more than wit. 

Forgive me, when I fondly thought 
(By frequent obfervations taught) * 

A fpirit fo inform'd as yours 
Could never profper in amours. 
The God of Wit, and Light, and Arts, 
With all acquired and natural parts, 
Whofe harp could favage beafts enchant. 
Was an unfortunate gallant. 
Had Bacchus after Daphne reel'd. 
The Nymph had foon been brought to yield : 
Or, had embroider'd Mars purfued, 
The Nymph would ne'er have been a prude^ 
Ten thoufand footfteps, full in view, 
Mark out the way where Daphne flew : 
For fuch is all the fex's flight, 
They fly from learning, wit, and light : 
They fly, and none can overtake 
But fome gay coxcomb, or a rake. 

How then, dear Harley, could I guefs 
That you fhbuld meet, in love, fuccefs ? 
For, if thofe antient tales be true, 
Phoebus was beautiful as you : 

Yd 
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Yet Daphne never flack'd her pace. 
For wit and learning fpoird his face. 
And, lince the fame refemblance held 
In gifts wherein you both excellM, 
I fancy'd every nymph would run 
From you, as from Latona's fon. 

Then where, faid I, (hall Harley find 
A virgin of fuperior mind, 
AVith wit and virtue to difcover, 
And pay the merit of her lover? 

This charader fhall Ca'endiih claim. 
Born to retrieve her fex's fame. 
The chief among the glittering crowd, 
Of titles, birth, and fortune proud, 
(As fools are infolent and vain) 
Madly afpir'd to wear her chain : 
But Pallas, guardian of the Maid, 
Defcending to her charge's aid. 
Held out Medui^a's fnaky locks. 
Which flupify'd them all to flocks. 
The Nymph with indignation view'd 
The dull, the noify, and the lewd: 
For Pallas, with celeftial light. 
Had purify'd her mortal fight ; 
Shew'd her the virtues all combin'd, 
Frefli blooming, in young Harley's mind. 

Terreftrial nymphs, by former arts, 
Difplay their various nets for hearts : 
Their looks are all by method ijpt, 
When to be prude, and when coquette ; 
Yet, wanting (kill and power to choofe, 
Their only pride is to refufe. 

6 But, 
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But, when a goddefs would beftow 
Her love on fome bright youth below. 
Round all the earth flie cafts her eyes J 
And then, defcending from the fkies. 
Makes choice of him (he fancies beft, 
And bids the ravifh'd youth be blefsM. 

Thus the bright Emprefs of the Morn 
Chofe, for her fpoufe, a mortal born : 
The Goddefs made advances firft ; 
Elfe what afpiring hero durft ? 
Though, like a virgin of fifteen. 
She blufhes when by mortals feen ; 
Still blulhes, and with fpeed retires, 
When Sol purfues her with his fires. 

Diana thus, Heaven's chafteft queen. 
Struck with Endymion's graceful mien, 
Down from her filver chariot came. 
And to the Shepherd own'd her flame. 

Thus Ca'endifh, as Aurora bright. 
And chafler than the Queen of Night, 
Defcended from her fphere to find 
A mortal of fuperior kind. 

IN SICKNESS. 
Written in Ireland, Oflober 1714^ 

>^T^IS true — then why fhould'I repine 

•* To fee my life fo faft decline ? 
But why obfcurely here alone. 
Where I am neither lov'd nor known ? 
My ftate of health none care to learn j 
My life is here no fouFs concern: 



And 
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And thofe with whom I now converfii 
Without a tear will tend my hearfe. 
Remov'd from kind Arbuthnot's aid, 
Who knows his art, but not his trade, 
Preferring his regard for me 
Before his credit, or his fee. 
Some formal vifits, looks, and words. 
What mere humanity affords, 
I meet perhaps from three or four. 
From whom I once exped:ed more ; 
Which thofe who tend the fick for pay 
Can ad as decently as they : 
But no obliging tender friend 
To help at my approaching end. 
My life is now a burden grown 
To others, ere it be my own. 

Ye formal weepers for the fick. 
In your laft oflBces be quick ; 
And fpare my abfent friends the grief 
To hear, yet give me no relief; 
Expired to day, intomb'd to-morrow. 
When known, will fave a double-forrow. 

THE FABLE OF THE BITCHES. 

Written in the Year 17 15. 
On an Attempt to Repeal the Test Act, 

A BITCH that was full pregnant grown^ 
By all the dogs and curs in town. 
Finding her ripen'd time was come. 
Her litter teeming from her womb, 

Went 
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Went here and there, and every where, 
To find an eafy place to lay-her. 

At length to Mufick's houfe * fhe came. 
And begg'd like one both blind and lame ; 
" My only friend, my dear," faid fhe, 
" You fee 'tis mere neceflity, 
*' Hath fent me to your houfe to whelp : 
" I die, if you deny your help." 

With fawning whine, and rueful tone. 
With artful figh and feigned groan. 
With couchant cringe, and flattering tale, 
Smooth Bawty f did fo far prevail. 
That Mufick gave her leave to litter ; 
But mark what foUowM — faith ! fhe bit her. 

Whole bafkets full of bits and fcraps. 
And broth enough to fill her paps ; 
For, well fhe knew, her numerous brood. 
For want of milk, would fuck her blood. 

But when fhe thought her pains were done. 
And now 'twas high time to be gone ; 
In civil terms, — " My friend," fays fhe, 
*' My houfe you've had on courtefy ; 
*' And now I earneflly defire, 
" That you would with your cubs retire ; 
" For, fhould you flay but one week longer, 
'* I fhall be flarv'd with cold and hunger." 

The guefl reply'd — ^' My friend, your leave 
' ** I muft a little longer crave ; 
•* Stay till my tender cubs can find 
** Their way — ^for now, you fee, they're blind ; 



* The church of England. 

t A Scotch name for a bitch ; alloding to the kirk. 

!' But, 
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** But, when weVe gathered length, I fwcar, 
•* We'll to our barn again repair." 

The time pafs'd on ; and Mufick came, 
Her kennel once again to claim ; 
But Bawty, loft to fhame and honour. 
Set all her cubs at once upon her ; 
Made her retire, and quit her right. 
And loudly cryM— " A bite ! a bite !" 

THE MORAL, 

TTius did the Grecian wooden horfp 
Conceal a fatal armed force : 
No fooner brought within the walls, 
But Ilium's loft, aad Priam falls. 



HORACE, BOOK III. ODE 11. 

TO THE EARL OF OXFORD, 
LATE LORD TREASURER. 

Sent to him when in the Tower, 17 16. 

rjOW bleft is he, who for his country dies, * 
*^ Since death purfues the coward as he flics ? 
rhe youth in vain would fly from Fate's attack, 
With trembling knees and terror at his back ; 
Fhough fear fhould lend him pinions like the wind, 
Sfet fwifter fate will feize him from behind. 

Virtue rcpuls'd, yet knows not to repine j 
But fliall with unattainted honour fhine ; 

Vol. VIL L Nor 
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Nor ftoops to take the ftaff *, nor lays it dowfl^ 
Juft as the rabble pleafe to fmile or frowiii 

Virtue, to crown her favourites, loves to try 
Some new unbeaten paflage to the (ky ; 
Where Jove a feat among the gods will give 
To thofe who die, for meriting to live* 

Next faithful Silence hath a fiire reward ; 
Within our breaft be every fecrcf barr'd ! 
He, who betrays his friend, fhall never be 
Under one roof, or in one (hip, with me. 
For who with traitors would his fafety trufU 
Left with the wicked, heaven involve the juft i 
And, though the vilbin *fcape a while, he feck 
Slow vengeance, like a blood-^hound, at his hedk 



PHYLLIS; 

O R, 

THE PROGRESS OF LOVE. 171& 

TTJESPONDING Phyllis was endued 
•^ With every talent of a prude ; 
She trembled when a man drew near | 
Salute her, and fhe turnM her ear ; 
If o'er againft her you were placed. 
She durft not look above your waift : 
SheM rather take you to her bed. 
Than let you fee her drefs her head ! 

* The cnfigii of the lord treaforer's office* 
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In church you hear her, through the crowd. 

Repeat the abfolutioii loud : 

In church, fecure behind her faq, 

She durft behold that monfter man : 

There pradisM how to place her head. 

And bit her lips to make them red j 
; Or, on the mat devoutly kneeling, 
I. Would lift her eyes up to the cieUng, 

And heave her bofom unaware, 

For neighbouring beaux to fee it bare. 
At length a lucky lover came. 

And found admittance to the dame. 

Suppofe all parties now agreed, 
■ The writings drawn, the lawyer fee*d^ 

The vicar and the ring befpoke : 

Guefs, how could fuch a match be broke? 

See then what mortals place their blifs in ! 

Next morn betimes the bride was miflin^ : 

The mother fcream'd, the father chid j 

Where can this idle wench be hid ? 

No news of Phytf the bridegroom came. 

And thought his bride had fkulk'd for (hame ; 

Becaufe her father us'd to fay. 

The girl had fuch a baftiful way ! 
Now John the butler muft be fent 

To learn the road that Phyllis went ; 

The groom was wifhM to faddle Crop ; 

For John muft neither light nor ftop, 

But find her, wherefoe'er flie fled. 

And bring her back, alive or dead. 
See here again the devil to do I 

For truly John was miffing too : 

L 2 Tbt 
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The horfe and pillion both were gone ! 
Phyllis, it feems, was fled with John* 

Old Madam, who went up to find 
What papers Phyl had left behind, 
A letter on the toilet fees^ 
To my milGh-honour'd father— thefe — -» 
('Tis always done, romances tell us, 
When daughters run away with fellows) ,J 
Fiird with the choiceft common-places, ^ 
By others us'd in the like cafes. 
** That long ago a fortune-teller 
** Exadlly faid what now befel her ; 
^* And in a glafs had made her fee 
•* A ferving-man of low degree. 
*' It was her fate, muft be forgiven ; 
** For marriages were made in heaven : 
" His pardon beggM : butj to be plain, 
" She'd do't if 'twere to do again : 
" Thank'd God, 'twas neither fhame nor fin} 
" For John was come of honeft kin. 
" Love never thinks of rich and poor : 
" She'd beg with John from dooi* to door- 
** Forgive her, if it be a crime ; 
*' She'll never do't another time. 
" She ne'er before in all her life 
*' Once difobey'd him, maid nor wife. 
" One argument (he fumm'd up all in, 
" The thing was done, and paft recalling j 
•* And therefore hop'd fhe fhould recover 
" His favour, when his paflion's over. 
" She valued not what others thought her, 
" And was — his moft obedient daughter.'* 

Fai 
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Fair maidens, ail attend the Mufe, 
Who now the wandering pair purfues : 
Away they rode in homely fort, 
Their journey long, their money Ihort; 
The loving couple well bemlr'd ; 
The horfe and both the riders tir'd : 
Their viftuals bad, their lodging worfe ; 
Phyl cryM ! and John began to curfe : 
Phyl wiftiM that fhe had ftrain'd a limb. 
When firft flie ventured out with him ; 
John wifh'd, that he had broke a leg, 
When firft for her he quitted Peg. 

But what adventures more befel them, 
The Mufe has now no time to tell them ; 
How Johnny wheedled, threatened, fawn'd, 
Till Phyllis all her trinkets p$iwnM : 
How oft' ftie broke her marriage vows 
[n kindnefs to maintain her fpoqfe. 
Till fwains unwholefome fpoilM the trade ; 
Eor now the furgeons muft be paid, 
To whom thofe perquiiites are gone, 
;n Chriftian juftice due to John. 

When food and raiment now grew fcarce, 
?ate put a period to the farce, 
\nd with exact poetic juftice ; 
?or John was landlord, Phyllis hoftefs ; 
They keep, at Staines, the Old Blue Boar, 
\re cat and dog, and rogue and whore. 

L 3 AD. 
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AD AMICUM ERUDITUM 
THOMAM SHERIDAN. 1717. 

"pvELICI-E Sheridatir Mufarum, dulcis amice^ 
Sic tibi propitius Permefli ad flumen Apolb 
Occurrat, feu te mimum convivia rident, 
JEquivocofque fales fpargis, feu luderc vcrfu 
Malles ; die, Sheridan, quifnam fuit ille deorum,ini 
Qux mclior natura prto tibi tradidit artem ^ 

Rimandi genium puerorum, atque ima cerebri 
Scrutandi ? Tibi nafcenti ad cunabula Pallas 
Aflitit ; & dixit, mentis pnefaga futurs, 
Heu, puef infelix ! noftro fub fidere natus ; 
Nam tu pc^us ens fine corpore, corporis umbra } 
Bed levitate umbram fuperabis, voce cicadam : 
Mufca femur, palmas tibi mus dedit, ardea crunu 
Corpore fed tenui tibi quod natura negavit. 
Hoc ahimi dotes fupplebunt ; teque docente. 
Nee longum tcmpus, furget tibi do£ta juventos, 
Artibus egregiis animas inftni£la novellas* 
Grex hinc Paeonius venit, eccc, falutifer orbi \ 
Aft, illi caufas orant ; his infula vifa eft 
Divinam capiti nodo conftringere mitram. 

Natalis te horae non fallunt figna, fed ufquc 
Confcius, expedias puero feu lastus Apollo 
Nafcenti arrifit ; five ilium frigidus horror 
Batumi premit, aut feptem inflavere triones. 

Quin tu alte penitufque latentia femina cemis, 
C^aeque diu obtundendo olim fub luminis auras 
Erumpent, promis ; quo ritu faep^ puella 
Sub cinere hefterno fopitos fufcitat ignes. 

Tc 
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Te dominum agnofcit quocunque fub aere natus : 
[^os indulgentis nimiuia cuflodia matria 
PefTundat : nam fsepe vides in fiipite matrem. 

Aureus at ramus, venerandx dona Sibylla*^ 
Cneas fedes tantum patefecit Avemas ; 
Jaepc puer, tua quem tetigit femcl aurca Tirga, 
ll coelum^ terrafque videt, nodtemquc profundam. 

^HORACE, BOOK IV. ODE IX. 

ADDRESSED TO ABP. KING. i7i8, 

^IRTUE conceard within our brcaft. 

Is inaaivity at beft : 
But never (hall the Mufe endure 
To let your virtues lie obfcure ; 
Or fuffer Envy to conceal 
Your labours for the public weal. 
Within your breaft all wifdom lies. 
Either to govern or advife ; 
Your fteady foul preferves her frame, 
' Jn good and evil times the fame. 
Pale Avarice and lurking Fraud, 
Stand in your facred prefence aw'd ; 
Your hand alone from gold abftains, 
Which drags the flavifh world in chains. 

Him for a happy man I own, 
Whofe fortune is not overgrown ; 
And happy he, who wifely knows 
To ufe the gifts that Heaven beftows j 
Or, if it pleafe the Powers Divine, 
Can fuffer want, and not repine. 

L 4 The 
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TTie man, who infamy to fhun 
Into the arms of death would run ; 
That man is ready to defend, . 
With life, his country or his friend. 



To Mr. DEL ANY, Nov. lo, iyi9^ 

^T^ O you, whofe virtues, I muft own i 

With fhame, I have too lately known j 
To you, by art and nature taught 
To be the man I long have fought. 
Had not ill Fate, perverfe and blind, 
Plac'd you in life too far behind ; 
Or, what I fhould repine at more, 
Plac'd me in life too far before : 
To you the Mufe this verfe beftows. 
Which might as well have been in profe j 
No thought, no fancy, no fublime. 
But fimple topicks told in rhyme. 

Talents for converfation fit, 
Are humour, breeding, fenfe, and wit : 
The laft, as boundlefs as the wind. 
Is well conceivM, though not defin'd : 
For, fure, by wit is chiefly meant 
Applying well what we invent. 
What humour is, not all the tribe 
Of logick-mongers can defcribe ; 
Here nature only afts her part, 
Ilnhelp'd by pradice, books, or art ; 
For wit and humour differ quite ; 
Ihat gives furprize, and this delight, 

Humeu 
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Humour is odd, grotcfque, and wild, 

Only by affeiStation fpoilM : 

*Tis never by invention got. 

Men have it when they know it not* 

Our converfation to refine. 
Humour and wit muft both combine : 
From both we learn to rally well, 
Wherein fometimes the French excel ; 
Voiture, in various lights, diiplays 
That irpny which turns to praife : 
His genius firft found out the rule " 

For an obliging ridicule : j 

He flatted with peculiar air '■' 

The brave, the witty, and the fair: 
And fools would fancy he intends ' 

A fatire, * where he moll commends* - — 

But, as a poor pretending beau, • - 

Becaufe he fain would make a fhow, * - - 

Nor can arrive at filver lace, "^ ' 

Takes up with copper in the place : . ' ' [ 
So the pert dunces of mankind, ^ |; 

Whene'er they would be thought refinM, ' ' 
As if the difference lay abftrufe 
^Twixt raillery and grofs abufe ; 
To fhew their parts, will fcold and rail, 
JLike porters o'er a pot of ale. 
Such is that clan of boifterous bears. 
Always together by the ears j 
3hrewd fellows and arch wags, a tribe 
That meet for nothing but a gibe ; 
Who firft run one anpther down,. 
/^4 then fall foul on all the town ; 

SkiU'd 
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Skill'd in the horfe-laugh and dry rub^ 
And caird by excellence The Club. 
I mean your Butler^ Dawfon^ Car, 
All fpecial friends^ and always jar. 

The mettled and the vicious fteed. 
Differ as little in their breed ; 
Nay, Voiture is as like Tom Leigh, 
As rudenefs is to repartee. 

If what you faid I wifh unfpoke, 
'Twill not fuffice it was a joke : 
Keproach not, though in jeft, a friend 
For thofe defeds he cannot mend ; 
His lineage, calling, ihape, or fenfe. 
If nam'd with fcorn, gives juft offence. 

What ufe in life to make men firet,. 
Tart in worfe humour than they met ? 
Thus all fociety is loft. 
Men laugh at one another's coft | 
And half the company is tcazM^ 
That came together to be pleasM : 
For all buffoons have moft in view 
To pleafe themfelves, by vexing you. 

You wonder how to fee me write 
So gravely on a fubjed light ; 
Some part of what I here defign 
Regards a friend * of your's and mine ; 
Who, neither void of fenfe por wit, 
Yet feldom judges what is fit, 
But fallies oft' beyond his bounds, 
And takes unmeafurable rounds^ 

• Dr. Sheridan. 
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When jefts are carried on too far. 
And the loud laugh begins the war, 
You keep your countenance for ihame. 
Yet ftill you think your friend to blame : 
For, though men cry they love a jeft, 
*Ti8 but when others (land the teft ; 
And (would you have their meaning known) 
They love a jeft that is their own. 

You muft, although the point be nice, 
Beftow your friend fome good advice: 
One hint from you will fet him right. 
And teach him how to be polite. 
Bid him, like you, obfervc with care. 
Whom to be hard on, whom to fpare ; 
Nor indiftindly to fuppofe 
AH fufcjeds lib! Dan Jackfon's nofe ^. 
Toftudy the obliging jeft, f. 
By reading thofe wiio teach it beft ; 
For profe I recommend Voiturc's, 
For verfe (I fpeak my judgement) yours. 
He'll find the fecret out from thence. 
To rhyme aH day without oflfence ; 
An4 I no more fhall then accufe 
The flirts of his ill^manner'd Mufe. 

If he be guilty, you muft mend him ; 

If he be innocent, defend him. 

* VThich was afterwards the (ahjtd of (everal poems by Dr. Swift 
and others. 
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A LEFT-HANDED LETTER 
TO DR. SHERIDAN*, 1718. 

SIR» 
TXlELANY reports it, and he has a Ihrewd tongue, 

That we both adk the part of the clown and 
cow-dung ; ^^ 

We lye cramming ourfelves, and are ready to burft^ 
Yet ftill are no wifer than we were at firft. 
Pudet hac opprobria^ I freely muft tell ye, 
Et diet potuijfc^ et nonpotuijfe rcfdli. 
Though Delany advisM you to plague me no longer. 
You reply and rejoin like Hoadly of Bangor ; 
I muft now, at one fitting, pay off my old fcore \ 
How many to anfwer ? Qne, two, three, four. 
But, becaufe the three former are long ago paft, 
I fhall, for method fake, b^n with the lafL 
You treat me like a hoy that knocks' down his foe. 
Who, ere t'qther gets up, demands the rifing blow. 
Yet I know a young rogue, that, thrown flat on 

the field. 
Would, as he lay under, cry out. Sirrah ! yield. 
So the French, when our Generals foundly did pay 

them : 
Went triumphant to church, and fang ftoutly TV 

Dcum. 
So the famous Tom Leigh, when quite run aground, 
Comes off by out-laughing the company round. 
i . 

• The humour of this poem is partly loft, by the impoffibility of 
printing it left-handed as it was written. 

M7 
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My offers of peace you ill underftood : 

Friend Sheridan, when will you know your own 

good? 
'Twas to teach you in modeller language your duty ; 
For, were you a dog, I could not be rude t'ye : 
As a good quiet foul, who no mifchief intends ' 
To a quarrelfome fellow, cries. Let us befriends. 
But we like Antaeus and Hercules fight, 
^ The oftener you fall, the oftener you write ; 
And ril ufc you as he did that overgrown clown,' 
rU firft take you up, and then take you down : 
And, 'tis your own cafe, for you never can wound 
The worft dunce in your fchool, till he's heav'd 
from the ground. 

I beg your pardon for ufmg my left-hand, but 
I was in great hafte, and the other hand was em- 
ploy'd at the fame time in writing fome letters of 
bufinefs. — I will fend you the reft when I have 
leifure : but pray come to dinner vrith the company 
you met here laft. 

A MOTTO for Mr. JASON HASARD, 
WooLLBN* Draper in Dublin; 

Whofe Sign was the Golden-Flekck. 

JASON, the valiant prince of Greece, 
From Colchos brought the Golden Fleece : 
We comb the wool, refine the ftuff. 
For modern Jafons, that's enough. 
Oh ! could we tame yon watchful * Dragon, 
Old Jafon would have lefs to brag on. 

• England. 

TO 
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TO DR. SHERIDAN, 1718. 

WHATEVER your predcccflbrs taught us, 
I have a great efteem for Plautus ; 

And think your boys may gather thcre-hencc 

More wit and humour than from Terence ; 

But as to comic Ariftopbanes, 

The rogue too idcious and too prophane is. 

I went in vain to look for Eupolis 

Down in the Strand *, juft where the New Pole is; 

For I can tell you one thing, that 1 can 

You will not find it in the Vatican. 

He and Cratinus usM, as Horace (ays. 

To take his greateft grandees for afles. 

Poets, in thofe days, usM to venture hi^h ; 

But thefe are loft full many a century. 

Thus you may fee, dear friend, ex pede hence. 

My judgement of the old Comedians. 

Proceed to Tragicks : firft, Euripides 
(An author where I fometimes dip a-days) 
Is rightly cenfur'd by the Stagirite, 
Who fays, his numbers do not fadge aright* 
A friend of mine that author defpiles 
So much, he fwears the very beft piece is. 
For aught he knows, as bad as Thefpis's ; 
And that a woman, in thefe tragedies. 
Commonly fpeaking, but a fad jade is. 
At leaft, Tm well aflur'd, that no folk lays 
The weight on him they do on Sophocles. 

* The faA may not be true ; but the ri.yme coft me fimit 
troable. Swift. 

But, 
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But, above all, I prefer Jlfchylus, 

Whofc moving touches, when they pleafe kiU us. 

And now I find my Mufe but ill able. 
To hold out longer in Tri'flyllable. 
I chofe thofe rhymes out for their difficulty ; 
Will you return as hard ones if I call t'ye ? 



DR. SHERIDAN TO DR. SWIFT. 1719. 

T)EAR Dean, fince in cruxes znApunsjoxx aiid I 

deal, 
IVay why is a woman a fieve and a riddle ? 
'Tis a thought that came into my noddle this morning. 
In bed as I lay. Sir, a-toffing and turning. 
You'll find, if you read butafewof yourhiftories. 
All women, as Eve, all women are myfteries. 
To find out this riddle I know you'll be eager. 
And m^ke every one of the fex a Belphegor. 
But that will not do, for I mean to commend them : 
I fwear without jeft I an honour intend them. 
In a fieve. Sir, their antient extradion I quite tell^ 
In a riddle I give you their power and their Htle. 
This I told you before: do you know what I mean 

Sir? 
^ Not I, by my troth, Sir.'' — ^Then read it again. Sir. 
The reafon I fend you thefe lines of rhymes double 
Is purely through pity, to fave you the trouble 
Of thinking two hours fc>r a rhyme as you did laft i 
When yoLurPcgafus canter'd in triple, and rid faft. 

8 A« 
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As for my little nag, which I keep at Parnaflua^ 
With Phoebus's leave, to run with his afles, 
He goes flow and fure, and he never is jaded. 
While your fiery fteed is whipp'd,fpurr'd,baftinaded» 



THE DEAN'S ANSWER, 

T N reading your letter alone in my hackney, 
•*• Your damnable riddle my poor brains did rack nigh^ ■ 
And when with much labour the matter I crackt, 
I found you miftaken in matter of £id:. 

A woman's no fieve (for with that you begin) 
Becaufe fhe lets out more than e'er fhe takes in« 
And that fhe's a riddle, can never be right. 
For a riddle is dark, but a woman is light. 
But, grant her a fieve, I can fay fomcthing archer; 
Pray what is a man ? he's a fine linen fearcher. 

Now tell me a th?ng that wants interpretation. 
What name for a * maid, was the firft man's dam- 

nation? 
If your worfhip will pleafe to explain me this rebus, 
I fwcar from henceforward you fhall be my Phcebus* 

From my hackney-coach, Sept. 1 1, 
1 719, paft 12 at nqpn. 

* A damfel, 1. f. Adam's hell*. 
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STELLA'S BIRTH-DAY. 
March 13, 1718-19. 

C T E L L A this day is thirty-four, 

(We flia'n't difpute a year or more) 
However, Stella, be not troubled. 
Although thy fize and years are doubled, 
Since firft I faw thee at fixtccn, 
The brighteft virgin on the green : 
So little is thy form declinM ; 
Made up fo largely in thy mind. 

Oh, would it pleafe the gods to fplit 
Thy beauty, fize, and years, and tvit ! 
No age could furnifh out a pair 
Of nymphs fo graceful, wife, and fair ; 
With half the luftre of your eyes. 
With half your wit, your years, and fize* 
And then, before it grew too late, 
How Ihould I beg of gentle Fate, 
(That either nymph might have her Twain) 
To fplit my worftiip too in twain ! 

STELLA'S BIRTH-DAY, ijio* 



A' 



LL travellers at firft incline 
Where-e'er'they fee the faireft fign: 
And if they find the chambers neat. 
And like the liquor and the meat, 
Will call again, and recommend 
The An^el-inn to every friend. 

Vol. VIL M What 
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What though the painting grows decayed, 
The houfe will never lofe its. trade : 
Nay, though the treacherous tapfter Thomas, 
Hangs a new Angel two doors from us. 
As fine as daubers' hands can make it. 
In hopes that ftrangers may miftake it. 
We think it both a fhame and fm 
To quit the true old Angel-inn. 

Now this is Stella's cafe in fiwSt, 
An angel's face a little crack'd. 
Could poets or could painters fix 
How angels look at thirty-fix : 
This drew us in at firft to find 
In fuch a form an angel's mind ; 
And every virtue now fupplies 
The fainting rays of Stella's eyes. 
See at her levee crouding fwains, 
Whom Stella freely entertains 
With breeding, humour, wit, and fenfe ; 
And puts thepi but to fmall expence ; 
Their mind fp plentifully fills. 
And makes fuch reafonable bills, 
So little gets for what flie ^ves, 
We really wonder how fhe lives ! 
And had her ftock been lefs, no doubt 1 . 
She muft have long ago run out. 

ITien who can think we'll quit the place. 
When Doll hangs out a newer face ? 
Or flop and light at Cloe's head. 
With fcraps and leavings to be fed ? 

Then, Cloe, fl:ill go on to'prate 
Of thirty-fix, and thirty-eight j 

Purfa< 
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Purfue your trade of fcandal-picking, 

Your hints, that Stella is no chkken ; 

Your innucndos, when you tell us, 

That Stella loves to talk with fellows t 

And let me warn you to believe 

A truth, for which your foul fhould grieve j 

That fhould you live to fee the day. 

When Stella's locks muft all be grey, 

When age muft print a furrowed trace 

On every feature of her face ; 

Though you, and all your fenfelefs tribe. 

Could art, or timis, or nature bribe, 

To make you look like Beauty's Queen, , 

And hold for ever at fifteen ; 

No bloom of youth can ever blind 

The cracks and wrinkles of your mind : 

All men of feirfe will pafs your door, 

And crowd to Stella^s at fburfcore« 

TO STELLA. 

Wha colleded and tranrcribed his Poems, 1720* 

A S, when a lofty pile is raisM, 
'^r- We never hear the workmen praisM, 
VWbo bring the lime, or place the ftones, 
But all admire Inigd 'Jones : 
So, if this pile of fcatter'd rhymes 
Should be approvM iti aftcr^tibicsy ' ' 
If it both pliafts 'Shd eridures,- * •' '* -^^^ 
The merit and the "praifb are fdvits.-"' ' ' • 
Thou, Stella, t^crt'nb 'lon^i* yoWng, ' ' 
WHcn-firtt B?*tKee' Aiy Wp '^kk ■fti'ong. 
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Without one word of Cupid's darts. 
Of killing eyes, or bleeding hearts ; 
With Friendfhip and Efteem pofleft, 
I ne'er admitted Love a gueft. 

In all the habitudes of life, 
The friend, the miftrefs, and the wife. 
Variety we dill purfue. 
In pleafure feek for fomething new ; 
Or elfe, comparing with the reft. 
Take comfort, that our own is beft ; 
The beft we value by the worft. 
As tradefmen ihew their trafti at firft ; 
But his purfuits are at an end, 
Whom Stella choofes for a friend, 

A Poet ftarvinjg in a garret, 
Conning all topicks like a parrot. 
Invokes his Miftrefs and his Mufe, 
And ftays at home for want of ihoes : 
Should but his Mufe defcending drop 
A flice of bread and mutton-chop ; 
Or kindly, when his credit's out. 
Surprize him with a pint of ftout ; 
Or patch his broken ftocking-foals, , 
Or fend him in a peck of coals ; 
Exalted in his mighty mind. 
He flies, and leaves the.ftars lyehijgid ; 
Counts all bis labours amply paid, ; 
Adores her for .the timely aid 

Or, {hould a porter malqe enquiries 
Tor Chloe, Sylvia, . Pbyllis, Jris ; 
Be^told the lodging, JanCj, and fign, 
Tb'^ bowets that hold thofe nymphs divine ; 

Far 
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Fair Chloc would perhaps be found 

With footmen tippling under ground ; 

The charming Sylvia beating flax. 

Her (houlders raark'd with bloody tracks ; 

Bright Phyllis mending ragged fmocks ; 

And radiant Iris in the pox. 

Thefe are the goddefles enroll'd 

In Curirs colledtion, new and old, 

Whofe fcoundrel fathers would not know *em, 

If they (hould meet them in a poem. 

True poets can deprefs and raife, 
Are lords of infamy and praife ; 
They are not fcurrilous in fatire, 
Nor will in panegyrick flatter. 
Unjuftly poets we afperfe; 
Truth fhines the brighter clad in Tcrfe, 
And all the fiftions they purfuc, 
Do but infinuate what is true. ' " ' 

Now, Ihould my praifes owe their truth. 
To beauty, drefs, or paint, dr youth. 
What Stoics call without our power, 
They could not be infur'd an hoUr : 

'Twere grafting on an annual ftock, 

That muft our expedation mock. 
And, making one luxuriant fhoot. 
Die the next year for want of root : 
Before I could my verfes bring, • 
Perhaps you're quite another, thing. 

So Macvius, when he drain'd his (kull 
To celebrate fome fuburb trull. 
His fimiles in order fet. 
And every crambo he could get, 

M 3 Hud 
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Had gone through all the common places 
Worn out by wits, who rhyme on 'faces, 
Before he could his poem clofe. 
The lovely nymph had loft her nofe. 

Your virtues fafely I commend ; 
They on no accidents depend : 
Let malice look with all her eyes, 
She dares not fay the poet lies. 

Stella, when you thefe lines tranfcribe. 
Left you fliould take them for a bribe, 
Refolv'd to mortify your pride, 
ril here expofe your weaker fide. 

Your fpirits kindle to a flame, 
MovM with the lighteft touch of blame ; 
And when a friend in kindnefs tries 
To fliew you where your error lies. 
Conviction does but more incenfe j 
Perverfcoefs is your whole defence ; 
Truth, judgment, wit, give place to fpite, 
Regardlefs both of wrong and right ; 
Your virtues all fufpended wait 
Till time has open'd reafon's gate ; 
Aad, what is worfe, your paflion bends 
Its force againft your ncareft friends. 
Which manners, decency, and pride, 
Have taught you from the world to hide 2 
Jn vain ; for fec,^ your friend has brought 
To public light your only fault j 
And yet a hvk we often find 
MixM in a noble generous mind j 
And may compare to -Etna's fire, 
W)uch, though with trembling, all admire ; 

The 
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The heat, that makes the fummit glow, 
Enriching all the vales below. 
Thofe who in warmer climes complain 
From Phoebus' rays they fuiFer pain, 
Muft own that pain is largely paid 
By generous wines beneath a fhadc. 

Yet, when I find your pafiions rife. 
And anger fparkling ia your eyes, 
I grieve thofe fpirits fhould be (jpent, 
For nobler ends by nature meant. 
One pailion, with a different turn. 
Makes wic inflame, or anger burn : 
So the fun's heat, with diflfereat powers. 
Ripens the grape, the liquors fours : 
Thus Ajai?, whertrwith ragie poiS^ 
By Pallas breath'd into his breaft. 
His valour .\^pifld;nq more employ, 
Which might aloae have conquered Troy; 
But, blinded by refentmeiit, fecks . 
For vengeance on Ms £riends the Greeks. 

You think tfai^ turbulence of l)lood 
From ftagnating preferves the flood. 
Which, thus fermenting by degcees^ 
Exalts the fpirits, finks the lees. 

Stella, for once you feafoh wrong ; 
For, fhould this ferment laft too long, 
By time fubfiding, you may find 
Nothing but acid leftl)€lhind ; 
From palfion you may then be fireed. 
When peevifhnefs and {jpleen fucceed. 

Say, Stella, when yoii copy next, 
Will you keep ftridly to the text ? 

M 4 Dare 
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Dare you let thefe reproaches ftand, 
And to your failing fet your hand ? . . 
Or, if thefe lines ypur anger fir?, 
Shall they in bafer flames expire ? 
Whenever they burn, if burn they mufti 
They'll prove n^y accufjttiion juft* 
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Vifiting me in my Sickness, 1720 *, 

P ALL AS, obferving Stella's wit 

Was more than for her fex was fit. 
And that her beauty, footi or late. 
Might broed confiifion in the ftate, ^ 

In high concern for human-kind, 
Fix'd honour in her infant mind. 

But (not in wranglings to engage 
With fuch a ftupid vicioua age) 
If honour I would here define. 
It anfwers faith in things divine. 
As natur^ life the body warms. 
And, fcholars teach, the foul informs j 
3o honour animates the whole, 21 

And is the fpirit of the fouL 

Thofe numerous virtues, which the tribe 
Of tedious moralifts defcribe, 
And by fuch various titles call. 
True honour comprehends them all. 
Let melancholy rule fupreme, 
Choler prefide, or blood, or phlegm, 

f Sep the VctCcs on her Birth-day, 1723-4. 

II 



. TO STtXt A. i«9 

It makes no difference ill' the cafe, " *- 

Nor iaitjomplexibn hoiwJtir^s ^lite^ - 

But, left we fhould for honour take. 
The drunken quarrels of a rake; : . - 

Or think it fpated in a fear, ■..'.'^'^ 

Or on a proud triumphal car; 
Or in the payment of a debt 
We lofe with (harpers at picquet; :.rS 

Or when a whore, in her vocation, ' --: / 
Keeps pundual to an aflignation; '-'"'' 

Or that on which his lordihip fwears, 
When vulgar knaves would lofe their ear^ ; 
Let Stella's fair example preach 
A leflbn (he alone can teach. 

In points of honour to be tryM, 
All paffions tmift be laid afide:' 
Afk no advice^ but think alone ; ' - ^ 

Suppofe the queftion not fovLt own. 
How fhall I aft, is not»the cafe j 
But how ^buld Brutus in my place ? 
In fuch a cafe Would Cato bleed ? 
And how would Socrates? proceed ! 

Drive all objedions froiii your mind, 
Elfe you relapfe to human kind : 
Ambition, aivarice, and luft, 
And faftioys rage, and fereach of trufl, 
And flattery tipt with naufeous fleer. 
And guilty fhame, and fervile fear, 
Envy, and cruelty, and pride, 
Will in your tainted heart prefide. 

Heroes juid heroines of old. 
By honour only were ioroU'd 

Among 
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Among their brethren in the {kies^ 

To which (though late) ihall Stdla rife* 

Ten thoiifand oath$ upon record 

Are not fo f^crcd as her word : 

The world (hall in its atoms end^ 

Ere Stella can deceivie a firiend. 

By honour feated in her breaft 

She ftill determines what is beft : 

What indignation in her mind ^ :;;^. 

Againft inflavcrs of mankind ! r . .^* 

Bafe kingSi and minifliers of date, 

Eternal objcfts of her hate! 

She thinks that nature ne'er defjgnM 
Courage to man alone confined* 
Can cowardice her fex adom^ 
Which moft expofes ours to feom I 
She wonders where the charm vpp^in 
In Fiorimers afibded fears ; . 
For Stella never lesgra'd the art 
At proper times to feteam and jftart ^ 
Nor calls up all the houfe at nig^t^ 
' And fwears fhe faw a thing in white. 
Doll never flies to eui: her lace. 
Or throw cold water in her face, 
Becaufe fhe heard a fudden druip) 
Or found an earwig in a plum. 

Her hearers are amaz'd from whence 
Proceeds that fund of wit and fenfe; 
Which, though her modefty would fhroud, 
Breaks like the fun behind a cloud ; 
While gracefulnefs its art conceals. 
And yet through ev^ry motion ftcals. 

Say, 
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Say, Stella, was Prometheus blind. 
And, forming you, miftook your kind ? 
No; 'twas for you alone he. ftole 
The fire that forms a manly foul ; 
Then, to complete it every way, 
He moulded it with female clay : 
To that you owe the nobler flamj?, 
To this the beauty of your fram^. 
^ Jflow would ingratitude delight, 
^ And how would cenfure glut her fplte. 
If I (hould Stella's, kindnefa hide 
In filcnce, or forget with pride ! 
When on my fickly couch I lay, 
Impatient both of night and day, 
Lamenting in unmanly drains, 
Caird every power to eafe .my. paina; 
Then Stella raA to my relief,* 
With cheerful face and inward grief; 
And, though by Heaven's feyere decree 
She fuffers hourly more than me. 
No cruel maft^r could require. 
From flayes employed for daily tire. 
What Stella, by her friendfhip warm'd, 
With vigour and delight performed : 
My finking fpirits now fupplies 
With cordials in her hands and eyesj 
Now with a fojft and lilent tread 
Unheard (he moves about my bed. 
I fee her ta(te each naufeous draught. 
And fo obligingly am caught ; 
I blefs the hand from whence they came. 
Not dare diftort jny face for ibame. 
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Bed pattern of true friends ! beware; 
You pay too dearly for your care. 
If, while your tendernefs fecures 
My life, it muft endanger yours ; 
For fuch a fool was never found. 
Who puird a palace to the ground. 
Only to have the ruins made 
Materials for a houfe decay'd. 

AN ELEGY 

On the DEATH of DEMAR, the USURER ; 

Who died the fixth of July, 1720. 

TT'NOW all men byihefe prefents, Death the tamer, 

■*^ By mortgage has fecur'd the corpfe of Demar: 

Nor can four hundred thoufand fterling pound 

Redeem him from his prifon under ground. 

His heirs might well, of all his wealth poflefsM, 

Beftow to bury him one iron cheft. 

Plutus the god of wealth will joy to know 

His faithful fteward in the fhades below. 

He walk'd the ftreets, and wore a threadbare cloak ; 

He dinM and fupp'd at charge of other folk : 

And by his looks, had he held out his palms, 

He might be thought an objedl fit for alms. 

So, to the poor if he refus'd his pelf. 

He usM them full as kindly as himfelf 

Where'er he went, he never faw his betters j 

Lords, knights, and fquires, were all his humble 

debtors ; 

And 
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And under hand and feal the Irifli nation 
Were fore d to own to him their obligation. 

He that could once have half a kingdom bought. 
In half a minute is not worth a groat. 
His coffers from the coffin could not fave, 
Nor all his intereft keep him from the grave. 
A golden monument would not be right, 
Becaufe we wiih the earth upon him light. 

Oh London tavern * ! thou haft loft a friend, 
TIiMtgh in thy walls he ne'er did farthing fpend : 
He touch'd the pence, when others touch'd the pot; 
The hand that fign'd the mortgage paid the fhot. 

Old as he was, no vulgar known difeafe 
On him could ever boaft a power to feize ; 
" f But, as he weighM his gold, grim Death in fpight 
" Caft-in his dart, which made three moidores' light; 
" And, as he faw his darling money fail, * 
" Blew his laft breath, to fink the lighter fcale." 
He who fo long was current, 'twould be ftrjmge 
If he fhould now be cry'd down fince his change. 

The fexton fhall green fods on thee beftow; 
Alas, the fexton is thy banker now! f 

A difmal banker muft that banker be, - • . - 
Who gives no bills but of mwtality ! .. ^*/ 

EPITAPH ON THE SAMEIV .- 

TJENEATH this verdant hillock lies 
-^ Demar, the wealthy and the wife. 
, His heirs, that he might fafely reft, 

Have put his carcafe in a cheft ; • '• • 

• A tavern in Dublin, where Demar kept his office, 

t Thcfc four ^acs were wriucn by SLtcUa. ... 

'. ^. The 



^^. 
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The very cheft, in which, they fay, 
' His other felf, his money, lay. 
And, if his heirs continue kind 
To that dear felf he left behind, 
I dare believe, that four in five 
Will think his better half alive. 

TO MRS. HOUGHTON OF BOURMONT. 

Upon praifmg her Hufband to Dr. Swiwfc 



TTOU always are making a God of your Spoufe; 
But this neither Reafon nor Confcience sdlows: 
Perhaps you will fay, 'tis in gratitude due. 
And you adore him, becaufe he adores you. 
Your argument's weak, and fo you will find ; 
For you, by this rule, muft adore all mankind* 

VERSES, WRITTEN ON A WINDOW, 
At the Deanry House, St. Patrick's. 

ARE the guefts of this houfe ftill doom'd to be 
'^^ cheated? 
Sure, the fates have decreed they by halves ihould 

be treated. 
In the days of good * John, if you came here to dine. 
You had choice of good meat, but no choice of good 

wine* , ll- 

In Jonathan's reign, if you come here to eat,.. 
You have choice of good wine, but no choice of 

good meat. 

* Dean Sterne was diftingniflied for his horpitditf* 

Oh, 
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Oh, Jove ! then how fully fflig&: all fides be Meft/ 
Would*ft thou but agree to this^hufnble requeft ? 
Put both deans in one ; or^ If thiat's too much trouble, 
Inftead of the deans, make the deanry double. 

ON ANOTHER WINDOW* 

A BARD, on whom Phoebus his fpirit beftow'd, 
Refolving t' acknowledge the bounty he owM^ 
Fofllll^out a new method at once of confeiling, 
^'* Ami making the moft of fo mighty a bleffing : 
To the God he'd be grateful j but mortals heM choufe. 
By making his patron prefidc in his houfe ; 
And wifely forefaw this advantage from thence. 
That the God would in honour bear moft of th* 

expence ; 
So the bard he finds drink, and leaves Phoebus to treat 
With the thoughts he infpires, regardlefe of meat. 
Hence they, that come hither expeding to dine^ ' 
Are always fohb'd off with ftieer wit and fheer vnae« 

APOLLO TO THE DEAN. 1720* 

jy IGHT trufty, and fo forth — ^we let you to know 

We are very ill us'd by you mortals below. 
For, firft, I have often by chemifts been told. 
Though I know nothing on 't, it is I that make gold ; 
Which when you have got, you fo carefully hide it, 
That, fince 1 was born, I hardly have ipy'd it. 
Then it muft he allow'd, that, whenever I fliine, 
1 forward the grafs, and I ripen the vine ; 

^ Fy Dr. Dehny, in conjun^on with Stella. 

i To 
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To me the good fellows apply for relief. 
Without whom they could^et heither claret nor beef: 
Yet their wine and their vidtuals thefe curmudgeon 

lubbards 
Lock up from my fight in cellars and cupboards. 
Tliat I have an ill eye, they wickedly think. 
And taint all their meat, and four all their drink. 
But, thirdly and laftly, it muft be allow'd. 
I alone can infpire the poetical crowd : 
This is gratefully ownM by each boy in the i 
Whom if I infpire, it is not to my knowledge^ 
This every pretender to rhyme will admit. 
Without troubling his head about judgment or wit 
Thefe gentlemen ufe me with kindnefs and freedom. 
And as for their works, when I pleafe I may read 'em. 
They lie open on purpofe on counters and flails. 
And the titles I view, when I fhine on the walls. 
But a comrade of yours, that traitor Delany, 
Whom I for your fake love better than any, 
And, of my mere motion and fpecial good grjce. 
Intended in time to fucceed in your place, 
On Tuefday the tenth feditioufly came 
With a certain falfe traitrefs, one Stella by name, 
To the deanry houfe, and on the north glafs. 
Where for fear of the cold I never can pafs. 
Then and there, vi Sff armis^ with a certain utenfil^ 
Of value five (hillings, in Englifh a pencil, 
Did raalicioufly, falfely, and traiteroufly write, 
While Stella alForefaid ftood by with a light. 
My fitter had lately deposM upon oath. 
That flie ftopt in her courfe to look at them both : 

Thjt 



APOLLO TO THE DEAN. 177 

That Stella was helping, abetting, and aiding; 
And ftill, as he writ, ftaod fmiling and reading : 
That her eyes were as bright as myfelf at noon-day. 
But her graceful black locks were all mingled with 

grey; ^ ^ ^ 
And by the defcription I certainly know, 
'Tis the nymph that I courted fome ten years ago; 
Whom when I with the beft of my talents endued 
Oni£5.promife of yielding, fhe aded the prude: 
.^"iQJKfBmeverfes were writ with felonious intent, 
Bfiref' to the north, where I never yet went : 
That the letters appeared reversM through the pane, 
But in Stella's bright eyes they were plac'd right 

again : 
Wherein (he diftinftly could read every line. 
And prefently guefsM that the fancy was mine. 
She can fwear to the perfon, whom oft' (he has (ecn 
At night between Gavan Street and College Green. 
Now you fee why his verfes fo fcldom are fhewn j 
The reafon is plain, they are none of his own ; 
And obferve while you live, that no man is fliy 
To difcover the goods he came honeftly by. 
If I light on a thought, he will certainly fteal it. 
And, when he has got it, find ways to conceal it ; 
Of all the fine things he keeps in the dark. 
There's fcarce one in ten but what has my mark ; 
And let them be iccn by the world if he dare, 
FU make it appear that they're all ftolen ware. 
But as for the poem he writ on your fafli, 
I think I have now got him under my lafh ; 
My fifter tranfcrib'd it laft night to his forrow. 
And the publick fliall fee it, if I live till to-morrow. 
Vol. Vn. N Through 
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Through the zodiac around, it (hall quickly be fpread 
In all parts of the globe where your language is read. 
He knows very well, I ne'er gave a refufal, 
When he alk'd for my aid in the forms that are 

ufual : 
But the fecret is this ; I did lately intend 
To write a few verfes on you as my friend : . 
I ftudied a fortnight, before I could find. 
As I rode in my chariot, a thought to my mind, 
And refolv'd the next winter (for that is my time. 
When the days are at fhorteft) to get it in rhyme f^ 
Till then it was lock'd in my box at ParnafTus ; 
When that fubtle companion, in hopes to furpafs us, 
Conveys out my paper of hints by a trick, 
(For I think in myconfciencc he deals with Old Nick) 
And from my own ftock provided with topicks. 
He gets to a window beyond both the tropicks ; 
There out of my fight, juft againft the north zone. 
Writes down my conceits, and then calls them his 

own ; 
And you, like a booby, the bubble can fwallow : 
Now who but Delany can write like Apollo ? 
High treafon by ftatute ! yet here you objedt. 
He only ftole hint?, but the verfe is corredl ; 
Though the thought be Apollo's, 'tis finely exprefs'd j 
So a thief fteals my horfe, and has him well drefs'd. 
Now, whereas the fad criminal feems paft repentance, 
Wc Phoebus think fit to proceed to his fentcnce. 
Since Delany has dar'd, like Prometheus his fire. 
To climb to our region, and thence to fteal fire j 
We order a vulture, in fhape of the fplcen. 
To prey on Iiis liver, but not to be feen. 

8 And 
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And we order our fubjeds of every degree 
To believe all his verfes were written by me : 
And under the pain of our higheft difpleafure, 
To call nothing his but the rhyme and the meafure. 
And hftly, for Stella, juft out of her prime, 
Tm too much revenged already by time. * 
In return to her fcorn, I fent her difeafes^ 
But will now be her friend whenever fhe pleafes : 
And the gifts 1 beftow'd her will find her a lover. 
Though (he lives to be grey as a badger all over. 

The RUN updiithe BANKERS. 1720. 

'TpHE bold encroachers on the deep. 

Gain by degrees huge tradls of land^ 
Till Neptune, with one general fweep, 
Turns all again to barren ftrand* 

The multitude's capricious pranks, 

Are faid to reprefent the feas ; 
Which, breaking bankers and the banks, 

Refume their own whene'er they pleafe^ 

Money, the life-blood of the nation^ 
Corrupts and ftagnates in the veins, 

Unlefs a proper circulation, 

Its motion and its heat maintains. 

Beciaufe 'tis lordly not to pay, 

Quakers and aldermen in ftate. 
Like peers, have levees every day 

Of duns attending at their gate. 
' N 2 \Vc 
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We want our money on the nail ; 

The banker's ruin'd if he pays : 
They feem to adl an ancient tale ; 

The birds are met to ftrip the jays. 

Riches, the wifeft monarch fmgs, 

" Make pinions for themfelves to fly:" 

They fly like bats on parchment wings, 
And geefe their filver plumes fupply. 

No money left for fquandering heirs ! 

Bills turn the lenders into debtors : 
The wifh of Nero now is theirs, 

" That they had never known their letters.' 

Conceive the works of midnight hags, 
Tormenting fools behind their backs : 

Thus bankers, o'er their bills and bags. 
Sit fqueezing images of wax. 

Conceive the whole enchantment broke j 

The witches left in open air. 
With power no more than other folk, 

Expos'd with all their magic ware. 

So powerful are a banker's bills. 
Where creditors demand their due ; 

They break up counters, doors, and tills, 
And leave the empty chefts in view. 

Thus when an earthquake lets in light 

Upon the god of gold and hell, 
Unable to endure the fight. 

He hides within his darkeft celL 



Ai 
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As when a conjurer takes a leafe 

From Satan for a term of years, 
The tenant's in a difmal cafe, 

Whene'er the bloody bond appears. 

A baited banker thus defponds, 

From his own hand forefees his fall ; 

They have his foul, who have his bonds ; 
"Tis like the writing on the wall. 

How will the caitiff wretch be fcar'd. 
When firft he finds himfelf awake 

At laft the trumpet, unpreparM, 

And all his grand account to make ! 

For, in that univerfal call. 

Few bankers wull to Heaven be mounters j 
They'll cry, " Ye fhops, upon us fall! 

" Conceal and cover us, ye counters !" 

When other hands the fcales fhall hold. 
And they, in men's and angels' fight 

Produc'd with all their bills and gold, 

" Weigh'd in the balance, and found light !" 



The Description of an IRISH FEAST, 

Tranflated almoft literally out of the Original Irifli, in the year 1 7 ?0. 



Q'ROURK's noble fare 
Will ne'er be forgot. 
By thofe who were there. 
Or thofe who were not. 

N 3 Hia 
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His revels to keep. 

We fup and we dine 
On feven fcore fheep. 

Fat bullocks, and fwine. 

Ufquebaugh to our feaft 

In pails was brought up^ 
An hundred at leaft, 

And a madder * our cup. 

O there is the fport ! 

We rife with the light 
In diforderly fort, 

From fnoaring all night. 

O how was I trick'd ! 

My pipe it was broke. 
My pocket was pickM, 

I loft my new cloak. 

I'm rifled, quoth Nell, 

Of mantle and kercher f : 
Why then fare them well. 

The de'el take the fearcher. 

Come, harper, ftrike up ; 

But, firft, by your favour. 
Boy, give us a cup : 

Ah ! tills hath fome favour. 

O'Rourk's jolly boys 

Ne'er dreamt of the matter, 
'Till, rous'd by the noife, 

And mufical clatter. 

* A wooden vcfTcl. 

I A covering of linen worn on the heads of the women. 

They 
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They bounce from their neft, 

No longer will tarry, 
They rife ready dreft, 

Without one ave-mary. 

They dance in a round, 

Cutting capers and ramping j 
A mercy the ground 

Did not burft with their (lamping. 

The floor is all wet 

With leaps and with jumps. 
While the water and fweat 

Splifti-fplaftt in their pumps. 

Blefs you late and early, 

Laughlin O'Enagin * ! 
By my hand f , you dance rarely^ 

Margery Grinagin $• 

Bring flraw for our bed, "^ 

Shake it down to the feet. 
Then over us fpread 

The winnowing (heet 

To fhew I don't fiinch. 

Fill the bowl up again ; 
Then give us a pinch 

Of your fneezing, a Yean §, 

• The name of an Irifh man, 
t An Irifh oath. 

I The fiamt of an Irifh Woman. 
5 Sirnajnc of an Irifh woman. 

N 4 pood 
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Good Lord ! what a fight. 

After all their good cheer. 
For people to fight 

In the midft of their beer ! 

They rife from their feaft. 

And hot are their brains, 
A cubit at leaft 

The length of their flceans *. 

What fl:abs and what cuts, 

What clattering of fticksj 
What ftrokes on the guts. 

What baftings and kicks! 

With cudgels of oak, 

Well hardened in flame. 
An hundred heads broke, 

An hundred ftruck lame* 

You churl, ril maintain 

My father built Lufk, 
The caftle of Slane, 

And Carrick Drumrufk : 

The earl of Kildare, 

And Moynalta his brother. 
As great as they are, 

I was nurft by their mother f, 

* Baggers or fhort fwords. 

t It is the cuilom in Ireland to call nurfes, fofler-mothers ; their 
mfbands^ fofter-fathers ; and their children fofter-brothers or fo(lcr« 
Ulers s and thus the pooreft claim kiudrcd to the richeft. 

Alk 



AN EXCELLENT NEW SONG. 185 

A(k that of old madam ; 

She'll tell you who's who. 
As far up as Adam, 

She knows it is true. 

Come down with that beam. 

If cudgels are fcarce, 
A blow on the weam. 

Or a kick on the a — fe. 



AN- EXCELLENT NEW SONG. 

On a SpoiTious Pamphlet*, 1720. 

To the tunc of, " Packington's Pound/' 



es. 



T> ROC ADOS and damalks,and tabbies, and gawfc 

Are by Robert Ballentine lately broiight over. 
With forty things more : now hear what the law 
fays, 
Whoe'er will not wear them, is not theking*slover» 
Though a printer and dean 
Seditioufly mean 
Our true Irifh hearts from old England to wean ; 
We'll buy Englifh filks, for our wives and our 

daughters, 
In fpite of his deanftiip, and journeyman Waters* 

* Propofal for the univerfal ufe of Irifh manofaflores, for which 
Waters the printer was fcvercly profccutcd. 

In 
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In England the dead in woollen are clad. 

The dean and his printer then let us cry fye on • 
To be cloath'd like a carcafe, would make a Teague 

mad, 
Since a living dog better is than a dead lion. 
Our wives they grow fuUen 
At wearing of woollen, 
And all we poor fhop-keepers muft our horns 

pull in. 
Then we'll buy Englifh filks, for our wives and our 

daughters, 
In (pite of his deanftiip, and journeyman WatciB. 

Whoever our trading with England would hinder. 
To inflame both the nations do plainly conipire; 
Becaufe Irifh linen will foon turn to tinder. 
And wool it is greafy, and quickly takes firCf 
Therefore I aflure ye, 
Our noble grand jury. 
When they faw the dean's book, they were in a great 

fury : 
Tliey would buy Englifh filks, for their wives and 

their daughters, 
In fpite of his deanftiip, and journeyman WaterSt 

7 Ills wicked rogue Waters, who always is finning. 

And before corum nohtis fo oft' has been callM, 
Henceforward Ihall print neither pamphlets nor 
linen. 
And, if fwearing can do't, ihall be fwingingly 
mawfd : 

And 
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And as for the dean. 
You know whom I mean, 
Jf the printer will peach him, he'll fcarce come off 

clean. 
Then we'll buy Englifh filks, for our wives and 

our daughters. 
In fpite of his deanfhip, and journeyman Waters. 



THE PROGRESS OF BEAUTY, 

1720. 

'1X7 HEN firil Diana leaves her bed, 
^ ^ Vapours and fleams her look difgrace, 
A frowzy difty-colour'd red 

Sits on her cloudy wrinkled face : 

But, by degrees, when mounted high. 

Her artificial face appears 
Down from her window in the iky. 

Her fpots are gone, her vifage clears. 

'Twixt earthly females, and the moon. 

All parallels exadly run : 
If Celia fliould appear too foon, 

Alas, the nymph would be undone ! 

To fee her from her pillow rife. 

All reeking in a cloudy fleam, 
CrackM lips, foul teeth, and gummy eyes. 

Poor Strephon ! how would he blafpheme ! 

Three 
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Three colours, black, and red, and white. 
So graceful in their proper place, 

Remove them to a different fite. 
They form a frightful hideous face : 

For inllance, when the lily (kips 

Into the precindts of the rofe. 
And takes poffeflion of the lips. 

Leaving the purple to the nofe ; 

So Celia went intire to bed. 

All her complexion fafe and found ; 

But, when fhe rofe, white, black, and red. 
Though ftill in fight^ had ghangM their ground. 

The black, which would not be confinM, 

A more inferior ftation feek?, 
Leaving the fiery red behind. 

And mingles in her mu^ldy cheeks. 

But Celia can with eafe reduce, 

By help of pencil, paint, and bruih, 

Each colour to its place and ufe. 
And teach her cheeks again to blufh. 

She knows her early felf no more. 
But fiU'd with admiration ftands i 

As other painters oft' adore 

The workmanfliip of their own hands. 

Thus, after four important hours, 

Celia's the wonder of her fex : 
Say, which among the heavenly powers 

Could caufe fuch marvellous effeds ? 

Venus, 

7 
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Venus, indulgent to her kind. 

Gave women all their hearts could wifh. 
When firft fhe taught them where to find 

White-lead and Lufitanian * difh. 

Love with white-lead cements his wings ; 

White-lead was fent us to repair 
Two brighteft, brittleft, earthly things, 

A lady's face, and China-ware. 

She ventures now to lift the fafh ; 

The window is her proper fphere : 
Ah, lovely nymph ! be not too rafh. 

Nor let the beaux approach too near. 

Take pattern by your filler ftar : 
Delude at once and blefs our fight ; 

When you are feen, be fcen from far. 
And chiefly choofe to fhine by night. 

But art no longer can prevail. 
When the materials all are gone j 

The beft mechanic hand muft fail. 
Where nothing's left to work upon. 

Matter, as wife logicians fay. 

Cannot without a form fubfift ; 
And form, fay I as well as they, 

Mufl fail, if matter brings no grift. 

And this is fair Diana's cafe ; 

For all aftrologers maintain. 
Each night a bit drops off her face, 

When mortals fay (lie's in her wane : 

• Portugal. 
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While Partridge * wifely fliews the caufJi 

EflScient of the moon's decay, 
That Cancer with his poifonous claws 

Attacks her in the milky way : 

But Gadbury, in art profound. 

From her pale cheeks pretends to fhoWi 
That fwain Endymion is not found. 

Or elfc that Mercury's her foe. 

But, let the caufe be what it will. 
In half a month ftie looks fo thin. 

That Flamftecd f can, with all his fkill^ 
See but her forehead and her chin. 

Yet, as fhe waftes, flie grows difcreet. 
Till midnight never fhews her head i 

So rotting Celia'ftroUs the ftreet. 
When fober folks are all a-bed : 

For fure, if this be Luna's ^te. 

Poor Ceiia, but of mortal race. 
In vain expe<3:s a longer date 

To the materials of her face# 

When Mercury her trefles mows. 

To think of black-lead combs is vain J 

No painting can reftore a nofe. 
Nor will her teeth return again. 

Ye powers, who over love prefide ! 

Since mortal beauties drop fo foon^ 
If ye would have us well fupply'd. 

Send us new nymphs with each new moon t 

• r^irtridgc and Gadbury wrote C2lcK an cphemeris. 
t John FJamflccd, the celebrated a^roxtoraRx i^^^* 
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'T^HE farmer's goofe, who in the ftubblc 

'^ Has fed without reftraint or trouble. 
Grown fat with corn, and fitting ftill. 
Can fcarce get o'er the barn-door fill ; 
And hardly waddles forth to cool 
Her belly in the neighbouring pool ; 
Nor loudly cackles at the door ; 
For cackling fhcws the goofe is poor. 

But, when fhe muft be turn'd to graze, 
And round the barren common ftrays. 
Hard exercife, and harder fare. 
Soon make my dame grow lank and fpare : 
Her body light, fhe tries her wings. 
And fcorns the ground, and upward fpriiigs ; 
While all the parifh, as fhe flies. 
Hear founds harmonious from the Ikies. 

Such is the poet frefh in pay. 
The third night's profits of his play ; 
His morning-draughts till noon can fwill, 
Among his brethren of the quill : 
With good roaft beef his belly full, 
Grown lazy, foggy, fat, and dull, 
Deep funk in plenty and delight, 
What poet e'er could take his fll;;ht ? 
Or, (lufTd with phlegm up to the throat. 
What poet e'er could fing a note ? 
Nor Pegafus could bear the load 
Along the high celclli.il road j 
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The fteed, opprefsM, would bre^ his girth. 
To raife the lumber from the earth. 

But view him in another fcene,. 
When all his drink is Hippocrene, 
His money fpent, his patrons fail, 
*s His credit out for cheefe and ale ; 
His two-years coat fo fmooth and bare, 
Through every thread it lets in air ; 
With hungry meals his body pin'd, 
His guts and belly full of wind ; 
And like a jockey for a race, 
His flefli brought down to flying cafe : 
Now his exalted fpirit loaths 
Incumbrances of food and cloaths ; 
And up he rifes, like a vapour, 
Supported high on wings of paper ; 
He finging flies, and flying fmgs, 
While from below all Grub-ftreet rings. 

THE SOUTH-SEA PROJECT. 1721. 

** Apparent rari nantes in gurgite vafto, 

" Axmavirum, tabulaeque, et Troia gaza per undas." 

VTE wife philofophers, explain 

What magick makes our money rife. 
When dropt into the Southern main ; 
Or do thefe jugglers cheat our eyes ? 

Put in your money fairly told ; 

Prejio ! be gone — 'Tis here again : 
Ladies and gentlemen, behold, 

Here'3 every piece as big as ten* 

Thuj 
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Thus in a bafon drop .a fhilling. 

Then fill the veffel to the brim ; 
You fliail obferve, as you are filling, ^^^ 

The ponderous metal feems to fwim : 

It rifes both in bulk and height, 

Behold H fuelling like a fop ; 
The liquid medium cheats your fight ; 

Behold it mounted to the top ! 

In ftock three hundred thoufand pounds ; 

I have in view a lord's eftate j 
My manors all contiguous round ; 

A coach and fix, and ferv'd in plate ! 

Thus, the deluded bankrupt raves; 

Puts all Upon a defperate bet ; 
Then plunges in the Southern waves, 

Dipt over head and ears — in debt. 

So, by a calenture milled, 

The mariner with rapture fees. 
On the fmooth ocean's azure bed, 

Enamel'd fields arid verdant trees : 

With eager hafte lie longs to rOve 
In that fantaftic fcene, and thinks 

It muft be fome enchanted grove ; 
And in he leaps, and down lie finks, 

Kvc hundred chariots juft befpoke. 
Are funk in thcfe devouring waves. 

The horfes drown*d^ the harnefs broke, 
And here the owners find their graves. 

Vol- VII. O lAk^ 
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Like Pharaoh, by direfl:ors led ; 

They with their ipoils went fafe before j 
Hi^^ariots, tumbling out the dead. 

Lay fhattcrcd on the Red-Sea ihore. 

RaisM up on Hope's afpiring plumes, 
The young adventurer o'er the deep 

An eagle's flight and (late affumes. 
And fcorns the middle*way to keep. 

On paper wings he takes his flight. 
With wax the fether bpund them faft ; 

The wax is melted by the height, 

And down the towering boy is caft. • 

A moralift might here explain 

The rafhnefs of the Cretan youth j 

Defcribe his fall into the main. 
And from a fable form a truths 

His wings are his paternal rent, 
He melts the wax at every flame ; 

His credit funk, his nioney fpent. 
In Southern Seas he leaves his name. 

Inform us, you that beft can tell, 

Why in yon' dangerous gulph profound, 

Where hundreds and where thoufands;fell. 
Fools chiefly float, the. wife are, drpwn'd ? 

So have I feen from Severn's brinj: 

A flock of geefe jump down tog!?ther : 

Swim, where the bixd of Jove woiiljl, fiiJc, 

AnJ, fwimming, never wet a feather. 

But, 

1 
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But, I affirm, 'tis falfe in fadl:, ' 

Diredors better knew their tools ; 
We fee the nation's credit crackt, ^ 

Each knave has made a thoufand fools. 

One fool may from another win, 

And then get oifF with money ftor'd ; 

But, if a fharper once comes in, 

He throws at all, and fweeps the board. 

As fiffies on each other prey. 

The great ones fwallowing up the fmall ; 
So fares it in the Southern Sea ; 

The whale diredtors eat up all. 

When ftock is high, they come between, 
Making by fecond-hand their offers ; 

Then cunningly retire unfeen. 
With each a million in his coffers. 

So, when upon a moon-fliine night 

An afs was drinking at a ftream ; 
A cloud arofe, and ftopt the light, 

By intercepting every beam: 

The day of judgment will he foon. 
Cries out a fage among the croud ; 

An afs has fwallow'd up the moon! 
The moon lay fafe behind the cloud. 

Each poor fubfcriber to the fea 

Sinks down at once, and there he lies ; ' 

Diredors fall as well as they. 
Their fall is but a trick to rife. 

O t So 
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So fiflies, rifing from the main, 

Can foar with moiftenM wings on high ; 

The molfture dryM, they fink again, 
And dip their fins again to fly. 

Undone at play, the female troops 
Come here their lofles to retrieve } 

Ride o'er the waves in fpacious hoops. 
Like Lapland witches in a fieve. 

Thus Venus to the fea defcends. 

As poets feign ; but where's the moral ? 

It fhews the Queen of Love intends 
To fearch the deep for pearl and coraL 

The fea is richer than the land, 

I heard it from my grannam's mouth. 

Which now I clearly underftand ; 
For by the fea fhe meant the South. 

Thus by directors we are told, 

" Pray, Gentlemen, believe your eyes ; 

Our ocean's cover d o'er with gold, 
Look round, and fee how thick it lies : 

We, Gentlemen, are your aflifters. 

We'll come, and hold you by the chin.—** 

Alas ! all is not gold that glifters. 
Ten thoufand fink by leaping in. 

Oh ! would thofe patriots be fo kind. 
Here in the deep to wafh their hands, 

Then, like Padolus, we fhould find 
The fea indeed had golden fands. 

A ihil. 
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A (hilling in the bath you fling, 

The filver takes a nobler hue, 
By magic virtue in the ijpring, 

And feems a guinea to your view. 

But, as a guinea will not pafs 

At market for a farthing more. 
Shewn through a multiplying-glafs, 

Than what it always did before : 

So caft it in the Southern feas. 

Or view it through a jobber's bill ; 

Put on what fpeftacles you pleafe, 
YoUr guinea's but a guinea ftill. 

One night a fool iifto a brook 

Thus from a hillock looking down, 

The golden ftars for guineas took. 
And filver Cynthia for a crown. 

The point he could no longer doubt j 

He ran, he leapt into the flood : 
There, fprawl'd awhile, and fcarce got out. 

All covered o'er with flime and mud. 



f 



Upon the watet caft thy bread, 
" And after many days thou'lt find it j'* 
But gold, upon this ocean fpread, 

Shall fink, and leave no mark behind it : 

There is a gulph, where thoufands fell. 
Here all the bold adventurers came, 

A narrow found, though deep as hell ; 
'Change- Alley is the dreadful name. 

3 Nine 
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Nine times a day it ebbs and flows. 
Yet he that on the furface lies. 

Without a pilot feldom knows 

The time it falls, or when 'twill rife. 

Subfcribers here by thoufands float. 
And jofl:le one another down; 

Each paddling in his leaky boat, 

And here they fifh for gold, and drown. 



** *Now bury'd in the depth below, 
** Now mounted up to Heaven again, 

" They reel and fl:agger to and fro, 

" At their wits end, like drunken men/* 

Mean time, fecure on Gjirraway f cliflS, 

A favage race by fhipwrecks fed. 
Lie waiting for the founder'd fkifls, 

And ftrip the bodies of the dead. 

But thefe, you fay, are factious lies. 
From fome malicious Tory's brain; 

For, where Diredors get a prize, 

The Swifs and Dutch whole millions drain. 

* ^.■- 

Thus, when by rooks a lord is plyM, ^ 

Some cully often wins a bet. 

By venturing on the cheating fide, 

Though not into the fecret let. 

While fome build caftles in the air, 

Direftors btffld them in the feas ; 
Subfcribers plainly fee them there. 

For fooU will fee as wife men pleafe. 

• Pfalm cvii. f A coft'cc-houfc in Changc-Allcy. 

Thus 
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Thus oft' by mariners arc Ihown 
(TTnlefs the men of Kent are liars) 

Earl Godwin's caftles overflown, 
And palace-roofs, and fteeple-ipires. 

Mark where the fly Diredlors creep. 
Nor to the flborc approach top nigh ! 

The monfters neftle in the deep, 
To feize you in your pafling by. 

Then, like the dogs of Nile, be wife. 
Who, taught by inftindk how to Ihun 

The crocodile, that luyking lies. 

Run as they drink, and drink and run. 

Antaeus could, by magic charms, 
Recover ftrength whene'er he fell j 

Alcides held him in his arms, 
And fent him up in air to helL 

Diredors, thrown into the fea. 
Recover fl:rength arid vigour there j 

But may be tam'd another way, 
Sufpended for a while in air. 

IMreftors ! for 'tis you I warn. 

By lopg experience we have found 

What planet rul'd when you were bom j 
We fee yoti never can be drowhM, 

Beware, nor over-bulky grow. 

Nor come within your cully's reach ; 

For, if the fea fliould fmk fo low 
To leave you dry upon the beach, 

O 4 You tt 
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You'll owe your ruin to your bulk : 
Your foes already waiting fland, 

To tear you like a founder'd hulk, 
While you lie helplefs on the fand. 

Thus, when a whale has loft the tide, 
The coafters crowd to feize the fpoil ; 

The monfter into parts divide, 

And ftrip the bones, and melt the oil. 

Oh ! may fome weftern tempeft fweep 
Thefe locufts whom our fruits have fed, 

That plague, direflors, to the dee{), 
Driv'n from the South-Sea to the Red. 

May he, whom Nature's laws obey. 

Who lifts the poor, and finks the proud, 

" Quiet the raging of the fea, 

" And ftill the madnefs of the crowd!" 

But never fhall our ifle have reft. 

Till thqfe devouring fwine run down, 

(The devils leaving thee pofleft) 
And headlong in the waters drown. 

The nation then too late will find. 
Computing all their coft and trouble, 

Dire(Sors promifes but wind, 

South-Sea at beft a mighty bubble, 



•iw 
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TOAFRIEND, 

Who had been much abufcd in many different Libels. 

'TpHE greateft Monarch may be ftabb'd by night, 

And fortune help the murderer in his flight ; 
The vileft ruffian may commit a rape, 
Yet fafe from injured innocence efcape ; 
And Calumny, by working under ground^ 
Can, unrevengM, the greateft merit wound. 

What's to be done ? Shall Wit and Learning choofe 
1 o live obfcure, and have no fame to lofe ? 
By Cenfure frighted out of Honour's road, 
jNor dare to ufe the gifts by Heaven beftow'd ? 
Or fearlefs enter in through Virtue's gate. 
And buy diftindion at the deareft rate ? 

EPIGRAM. 

REAT folks are of a fine mold; 
Lord ? how politely they can fcold ! 
While a coarfe Englilh tongue will itch. 
For whore and rogue; and dog a;^d bitch. 



PRO. 
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PROLOGUE 

To a Play for the Benefit of the Distressed Wiavem, 

By Dr. Sheridan. 

Spoken by Mr. EtRiNCTON. 1721. 

I^REAT cry and little wool — ^is now becom^ 
^^ The plague and proverb of the Weaver's loom: 
No wool to work on, neither weft nor warp j 
Their pockets empty, and their ftomachs fharp. 
Provok'd, in loud complaints to you they cry: 
Ladies, relieve the weavers : or they die ! 
Forfake your filks for fluffs ; nor think it ftrange. 
To fliift your cloaths, fmce you delight in change, 
One thing with freedom Til prefume to tell— • 
The men will like you every bit as well. 

See I am drefs'd from top to toe in fluff; 
And, by my troth, I think I'm fine enough: 
My wife admires me more, and fwears (he never^ 
In any drefs, beheld me look fo clever. 
And if a man be better in fuch ware, 
What great advantage mufl it give the fair ? 
Our wool from lambs of innocence proceeds : 
Silks come from maggots, callicoes from weeds : 
Hence 'tis by fad experience that we find 
Ladies in filks to vapours much inclin* 
And what are they but maggots in the 
For which I think it reafon to conclude 
That cloaths may change our temper like our food. 
Chintzes are gawdy, ,and engage our eyes 
Too much about the party-colour'd dyes : 

Although 
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Although the luftre is from you begun. 
We fee the rainbow, and negledi the fun. 

How fweet and innocent's the country maid, 
With fmall expence in native wool array'd j 
Who copies from the fields her homely green. 
While by her fhepherd with delight (he's feen ! 
Should our fair ladies drefs like her in wool. 
How much more lovely, and how beautiful, 
Wiffcout their Indian drapery, they'd prove ! 
While wool would help to warm us into love ! 
Then, like the famous Argonauts of Grieece, 
We'd all contend to gain the Golden Fleece ! 

EPILOGUE, BY THE DEAN. 
Spoken by Mr. Griffith. 

^1X7 HO dares afBrm this is no pious age. 

When charity begins to tread the ftage ? 
When aftors, who, at beft, are hardly favers. 
Will give a night of benefit to Weavers ? 
Stay — let me fee, how finely will it found ! 
Imprimis^ From his Grace * a hundred pound. 
Peers, clergy, gentry, all are bcnefadors ; 
And then comes in the item of the adors. 
Jteniy The adors freely gave a day — 
The Poet had no more who made the Play. 

But whence this wondrous charity in Players ? 
They learn it not at Sermons, or at Prayers : 
Under the rofe, fince here are none but friends, 
(To own the truth) we have fome private ends. 

• Abp. King. 

Since 
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Since waiting-women, like exafting jades. 

Hold up the prices of their old brocades ; 

We'll drefs in manufadlures made at home ; 

Equip our kings and generals at the Comb f. 

We'll rig from Meath-ftreetjEgypt's haughty queen, 

And Antony (hall court her in ratteen. 

In blue (balloon (hall Hannibal be clad, 

And Scipio trail an Iri(h purple plaid. 

In drugget dreft, of thirteen pence a yard, 

See Philip's fon amid his Perfian guard ; 

And proud Roxana, fir'd with jealous rage, 

With fifty yards of crape (hall (weep the ftage. 

In (hort, .our kings and princeflfes within V 

Are all refolv'd this projed to begin j 

And you, our fubjeds, when you here refort, 

Muft imitate the fa(hion of the Court. 

Oh ! could I fee this audience clad in ftu(F, 
Though money's fcarce, we (hould have trade enough: 
But chintze, brocades, and lace, take all away, 
And fcarce a crown is left to fee a play. 
Perhaps you wonder whence this friend(hip (pringy 
Between the Weavers and us Play-houfe Kings j 
But Wit and Weaving had the fame beginning ;. 
Pallas firft taught us Poetry and Spinning : 
And, next, obferve how this alliance fits. 
For Weavers now are juft as poor as Wits : 
Their brother quill-men, workers for the ftage, 
For forry ftufF can get a crown a page ; "^ 

But Weavers will be kinder to the Players, 
And fell for twenty-pence a^ yard of theirs. 
And, to your knowledge, there is often lefs in ' 
The Poet's wit, than in the Player's dre(fing, 

* A iUcet famous for woollen manufaAores. 

THE 
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THE COUNTRY-LIFE. 
Part of a Summer fpcnt at Gaulstown-Housi. 

'T^ HAL I A, tell in fober lays, 
•^ How George *, Nim f , Dan if, Dean §, pafs their 

days ; 
And, fhould our Gaulftown's art grow fallow,' 
Yet Neget quis carmina Gallo ? 
Here (by the way) by Callus mean I j 

Not Sheridan, but friend Delany. 
Begin, my Mufe. Firft from our bowers 
We fally forth at different hours ; 
At feven the Dean, in night-gown dreft, 
Goes round the houfe to wake the reft ; lo 

At nine, grave Nim and George facetious 
Go to the Dean, to read Lucretius ; 
At ten, my Lady comes and heftors. 
And kifles George, and ends our ledbures ; 
And when fhe has him by the neck faft, 15 

Hals him, and fcolds us down to breakfaft. 
We fquander there an hour or more, 
And then all hands, boys, to the oar ; 
All, heteroclite Dan except. 
Who neither time nor order kept, 20 

But, by peculiar whimlies drawn. 
Peeps in the ponds to look for fpawn; 

• Mr. Rochfort. 

t His brother, Mr. John Rochfort; who was called Nimrod, 
from hhgreat attachment to the chace. ^ 

t Rev. Daniel Jackfon. ^ Dr. Swift. 

O'erfee^ 
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O'erfees the work, or Dragon * rows, 

'Or mars a text, or mends his hofe ; 

Or — but proceed we in our journal — i^ 

At two, or after, we return all : 

From the four elements affembling, 

Wam'd by the bell, all folks come trembling : 

From airy garrets fome defcend. 

Some from the lake's remoteft end : 50 

My Lord f and Dean the fire forfake, 

Dan leaves the earthy fpade and rake : 

The loiterers quake, no comer hides them, 

And lady Betty foundly chides them. 

Now water's brought, and dinner's done : ^^ 

With " Church and King" the lady's gone : 

Not reckoning half an hour we pafs 

In talking o'er a moderate glafs. 

Dan, growing drowfy, like a thief 

Steals off to dofe away his beef; 40 

And this muft pafs for reading Hammond—- 

While George and Deari go to backgammon. 

George, Nim, and Dean, fet out at four, 

And then again, boys, to the oar. 

But when the fun goes to the deep 45 

(Not to difturb him in his fleep. 

Or make a rumbling o'er his head. 

His candle out, and he a-bed) 

We watch his motions to a minute. 

And leave the flood when he goes in it ^ 

^ A fmall boat fo called. 

f Mr. R^chfort's father was lord chief baron of the excheqaer in 
Ireland. 

Now 
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ftinted in the fliortening day, 
;o to prayers, and then to play, 
upper comes ; and after that 
It an hour to drink and chat, 
ate— the old and younger pairs, 5 j;: 

dam * lighted, walk up ftairs. 
.veary Dean goes to his chamber j 
Mm and Dan to garret clamber, 
hen the circle we have run, 
:urtain falls, and all is done. ^O 

light have mentioned feveral fadls, 
cpifodes between the a€ls ; 
[ell who lofes and who wins, 
gets a cold, who breaks his fliins ; 
Dan caught nothing in hi^ net, 6^ 

how the boat was overfet. 
revity I have retrench' d 
in the lak^ the Dean was drenchM : 
uld be an exploit to brag' on, 
valiant George rode o'er the Dragon ; 7^ 
fteady in the ftorm'he fat, 
fav'd his oar, but loft his hat : 
Nim (no hunter' e'er could match him) 
)rings us hares, when he can catch them : 
fkilfuUy Din mends his nets ; 7^ 

fortune fails him when he fets : 
)w the Dean delights to vex 
adies, and lampoon their fex : 
ht have told how oft* dean Percivale 
lys his pedantry unmerciful, 80 



• The butler. 



How 
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How haughtily he cocks his nofe, 

To tell what every fchool-boy knows : 

And with his finger and his thumb, 

Explaining, ftrikes oppofers dumb : 

But now there needs no more be faid on't, 8s 

Nor how his wife, that female pedant, 

Shews all her fecrets of houfe-keeping ; 

For candles how fhe trucks her dripping ; 

Was forc'd to fend three miles for yeaft, 

To brew her ale, and raife her pafte ; go 

Tells every thing that you can think of. 

How (he cur'd Charly of the chin-cough ; 

What gave her brats and pigs the meafles. 

And how her doves were killM by weafels ; r-S 

How Jowler howl'd, and what a fright gj;' 

She had with dreams the other night. 

But now, fince I have gone fo far on, 
A word or two of lord chief baron ; 
And tell how little weight he fets 
On all Whig papers and Gazettes ; xoo 

But for the politics of Pue, 
Thinks every fyllable is true. 
And fince he owns the Tcing of Sweden 
Is dead at laft, without evading, 
^Now all his hopes are in the Czar : 105 

" Why, Mufcovy is not fo far : 
" Down the Black Sea, and up the Streights, 
*' And in a month he's at your gates ; 
*' Perhaps, from what the packet brings, 
" By Chriftmas we fhall fee ftrange things." j 10 
Why fhould I tell of ponds and drains, 
What carps we met with for our pains ; 

Of 
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Of iparrows tamM, and nuts innumerable 
To choak the girls, and to confume a rabble ? 
But you, who are a fcholar, know 115 

How tranfieht all things are below, 
How prone to change is human life ! 
Laft night arriv'd Clem * and his wife — 
This grand event has broke our meafures j 
Their reign began with cruel feizures : I20 

The Dean muft with his quilt fupply 
The bed in which thofe tyrants lie : 
Nim loft his wig-block, Dan his Jordan, 
(My lady fays, fhe can*t afford one) 
George is half fcar'd out of his wits, 125 

" Tot Clem gets all the dainty bits. 
Henceforth expert a different furvey. 
This houfe will foon turn topfy-turvey : 
They talk of farther alterations. 
Which caufes many fjpeculations* 1 30 



THOMAS SHERIDAN, CLERK, 
TO GEORGE-NIM-DAN-DEAN, ESQ^ ? 

July 15, 1721, at nights 



# . -^ 



¥ 'D have you t' know, George f , Dan J, Dean §,, 

and Nim !| , 
That I've learned how verfc t* compofe trim, 

• Mr. Clement Bat^r. • 

f Geo. Rochfort. % Mr. Jackfon. . « 

^ Dr. Swift. II Mr. T. Rochfort. 

VoL-VIL P Much 
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Much better b' half th'n you, n'r you, nV hirtl^ 
And that I 'd ridicule their 'nd your flam-flim, 
Ay*b'tthen, p'rhaps, fays you, tVa merry whind 
With 'biindance of mark'd notes i* th* rim. 
So th't I ought n't for t' be morofe *nd t' look grim. 
Think n't your V^^^ P^^ ^' ^^ ^ meagrim ; 
Though 'li rep't't'on day, I 'ppear ver' Aim, 
Th' laft bowl't Helfliam's did m' head t'fwim,. 
So th't I h'd man aches n' Vry fcrubb'd limb, 
Caufe th' top of th' bowl Th'd oft us'd t' Ikim ; 
And bTides D'hn' fwears th't Fh'd fwall Vd fvYI 

brim- 
mers^ *rid that my vis'ge's covYd o'er with r'd pim- 
ples : m'r'o'er though m' fciill were 's 'tis n't) *8 

ftrong's tim- 
ber, 't mull have ak'd. Th' clans of th* c'Uegc 

SanhMrim, 
Pres'ntthe'rhumbrand'fea'naterefpea8;that*8t'feyf 
D'lan', 'chlin, P. Ludl', Die' St'wart, H'lftiam, 
capt'n P'rr' Walmfl', 'nd LongOi'nks Timm *- 



GEORGE-NIM-DAN-DEAN's ANSWER. 

'pvEAR Sheridan ! a gentle pair 

Of Gaulftown lads (for fuch they are) 
Bcfide a brace of grave divines, 
Adore the fmoothnefs of thy lines ; 
Smooth as our bafon's filvcr floods 
Ere George had robb'd it of its mud j 
Smoother than Pegafus' old (hoe, 
Ere Vulcan comes to make him new. 
<^ Dn James Stopford, afterwards bifhop of Cloyfte* 

The 
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The board on which we fet pur a — s 

h not fo fmooth Z» are thy verfes ; 

Compared with which (and tliat's enough) 

A fmoothing-iron. itfeif b rppgh. 

Nor praife I lefs that circumcifion^ 

By modern poets adl'd elifion^ 

With which, in proper ftation plac'd^ 

Thy poiifli'd lines are firmly brac'd* 

Thus a wife taylor is not pinching, 

But turns at every feam aii inch in ; 

Or elfe, be fure, ydur broad-doth breeches 

Will ne'er be fmboth, nor hold their ftitcheSk 

Thy verfe, like bricks, defy the weather. 

When fmooth'd by rubbing them together^ 

Thy words fo clofely wedg'd and fhort are 

Like walls, niore lifting without niortar ; 

By leaving out the needlefs vowels, 

You fave the charge of lime and trowels^ ^ 

One letter ftill another locks. 

Each grooved and dove-tailM like i box; 

Thy Mufe is tucfct-up and fuccinfl 5 

In chains thy fyllables are linkt; 

Tliy words together ty'd in fmall hanks, 

Clofe as thft Macedonian phalanx; 

Or like the umio of the Romans^ 

Which fierceft foes could break by no meaps. 

The critick to his grief will find. 

How fiurmly theft indentures bind. 

60, in the kindred painter's art, 

The fliortenihg is the niceft part 

Philologers of future ages> ^ 

How will tiiey pore upon thy J)agesl 

P 2 Nor 
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Nor will they dare to break the joints, 

But. help thee to be read with points : 

Or elfe, to IheW their learned labour, you . 

May backward be pcrusMlike Hebrew, 

In which they need not lofe a bit 

Or of thy harmony or wit. 

To make a T^rk completely fine, 

Number and weight and meiifure join ; 

Then all muft grant your lines are weighty^ 

Where thirty weigh as much as eighty; 

All muft allow your numbers more. 

Where twenty lines exceed fourfcore i 

Nor can we thirik your nicdfure fhort, 

Where lefs than forty fill a quart, 

With Alexandrian in the clofe. 

Long, long, long, long, like Dan's long nole* 



GEORGE-NIM-bAN-DEAN'S INVITATION 
TO THOMAS SHERIDAN. 

Gaiil(btin» Aug. 2, 17a f. 
Tr\EAk Tom, this verfe, ^hich however the be- 
ginning may ajppear, yet in the end's good 
nietre. 
Is fent to defire that, when your Augufl vacatioa 

comes, your firiends youM meet here. 
For why fhould you flay in the filthy hcle^ I mean 

the city io finoaky. 
When jyou have not one friend left in town^ or at 
leaft not one that's witty, to joke w'/c?. , ' 

For, 
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For as for lioneft John *, though I am not fure on 't, 

yet ril be hang d, left he 
Be gone down to the county of Wexford with that 
• great peer the lord Anglefey. 
Oh ! but I forgot ; perhaps, by this tiipe, you may 

have one come to town, but I don't knqw whe- 
. ther he be friend or foe, Delany : 
But, however, if he be come, bring him down, and 

you (hall go back in a fortnight, for I Icnow 

there's no delaying ye. 
Oh ! I forgot too ; I believe there may be one more^ 

I mean that great f^t joker, friend Helfham, he 
That wrote the prologue ft and: if you (lay with 

him, depend on t, in the end, he'll fham ye. 
Bring down Long Shanks Jim too ; but, now I 

think on't, he's not yet come from Courtown, I 

fancy ; 
For I heard, a month ago, that he was down there 

a courting fly Nsihcy. 
•However, bring 4own yourfelf, and you bring down 

all ; for, to iky it we may venture. 
In thqe Drfany's fplqen^ John's mirth, 'Helfham's 

jokes, and die fpft fi>ujvt)f ajtoorpus Jemmy, 

centre. : :::.■ . ; , ' ■ • ■ 

'. . . ;.-.'"■ t ^ ■ • *■' ■ ' 

• Sappofed to mpan Dr. Walmfleyn ,.n^,^ ,. ^, 

f One fpoken by young Putland, in 172CV before rflppolyt^s ; 

in which Dr. Sheridan (who ha'd written in a prologne for the occa. 

iioa) was moft unexpefledly and egregtoufly IftDghcd at. 
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POSTSCRIPT- 

I had forgot to defire you to bring down what I 

fay you have, an^d you'll believe me as fure as ai 

gun, and own it ; 
I mean, what no other mortal in the univerfe can 

boaft of, your own fpirit of pun, and own wit. 
And pow I "hope you'll extufe this rhyming, whicl^ 

I muft fay is (though written fomewhat at large) 
. trinx and clean ; 
And fo I conclude, with humble refpefts as ufaal. 

Your moft dutiful and obedient 

Ge or oe-NiM-D a n-De an. 



TO GEGR^GE-NIM-DAN-DEAN, Efq, 

Upon his incomparable Verses, &c. 

By Dr. DELANYi in Sheridan's Name*. 

TTAIL,' human compound quadtifariou^ 

^ Invincible aa Wight BriarettB! . 

Hail ! doubly-doubled mighty merry one,. 

Stronger than triple-body'd Gcryon ! 

O may your vaftncfe deign t' cxcufc 

The praifes of a puny Mufe. 

Unable, in hat utmoft flight, 

To reach thy huge ColofEan height, 

T attempt to write like thee were frantic, 

Whofe lines are, like thyfclf, gigantic. 



* Thefe were writte^ all in circles* 



Yet 
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Yet let me blefs, in humbler ftrain, 
Thy vaft, thy bold Cambyfian vein, 
PourM out t' enrich thy native ifle, 
As Egypt wont to be with Nile. 
Oh, how I joy to fee thee wander. 
In many a winding loofe meander, 
In circling mazes, fmooth and fupple. 
And ending in a clink quadruple j 
Loud, yet agreeable withal. 
Like rivers rattling in their fall ! 
Thine, fure, is poetry divine. 
Where wit and majefty combine ; 
Where every line, as huge as feven, 
If ftretch'd in length, would reach to Heaven": 
Here all comparing would be flandering. 
The leaft is more than Alexandrine, 

Againft thy verfe Time fees with pain, 
He whets his envious fcythe in vain ; 
For, though from thee he much may pare, 
Yet much tho\| ftill wilt have to fpare. 

Thou haft alone the (kill to feaft 
With Roman elegance of tafte. 
Who haft of rhymes as vaft refources 
As Pompey*8 caterer of cpurfes. 

Oh thou, of all the Nine infpirM! 
My languid foul, with teaching tir*d, 
How is it rapturM, when it thinks 
On thy harmonious fet of clinks ; 
Each anfwering each in various rhymes, 
like Echo tte St. Patrick's chimes ! 

Thy Mufe, maj^ftic in her rage. 
Moves like Statira on the ftage ; 

P 4 And 
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And fcarcely can one page fuftain 
The length of fuch a flowing train : 
Her train, of variegated die, 
Shews like Thaumantia's in the fky ; 
AHke they glow, alike they pleafe^ 
Alike impreft by Phoehus' rays. 

Thy verfe — (Ye Gods ! I cannot bear it) 
To what, to what fhali I compare it ? 
'Tis like, what I have oft' heard fpoke on, 
The famous ftatue of Laocoon. 
'Tis like, — O yes, 'tis very like it. 
The long, long firing, with which you fly kite^ - 
'Tis like what you, and one or. two more, ^j 

Roar to your Echo * in good-humour j 
And every couplet thou, haft writ 
Conclude like Rattah-whittah-whit f. 



TO MR. THOMAS SHERIDAN, 

Upon his Verses written in Circles. 
By Dr. Swift* 

tT never was kno^yn that c^-culjtr letters, 

By humble companions, were fent to their bettera; 
And, as to the fubjeft, our judgment, meherch^ 
Is this, that you argue like fools in a circle. 
But now for your verfes ; we tell you, imprimis^ 
The fegmcntfo large 'twixtyour reafonand rhyme is, 
That we walk all about, like a horfe in a pound. 
And, before we find either, our noodles turn round, 

* At GauIfiowAy there is a remarkably iamQas echo. 
- f An alI^fion to the found produced by the echo. 

Sufficient 
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Sufficient it were, one would think, in your mad 

rant, 
To give us your meafiires of line by a quadrant, 
But we took our dividers, and found your d: — n'd 

metre. 
In each fingle verfe, tpok up a diameter. 
But hQ% Mr. Sheridaii, came you to venture 
George, Dan, Dean, and Nim, to place in the 

centre * ? 
'Twill appear, to your cpft, you are fairly .trepanned, 
Jor the chord of your circle is now in their hand. 
The chord, or the radius, it matters not whether, 
,By which your jade Pegafus, fixt in a tether. 
As her betters are us'd, fhall be lafliM round the ring. 
Three fellows with whips, ?ind the Dean holds the 

firing. 
Will Hancock declares, you are out of your compaf^. 
To encroach on his art by writing of bombafs ; 
And has takei^ jqft now a firm refolution 
• To anfwer your flylq without circumlocution. 

Lady Betty f prefentsyou her fervicemofl humble, 
And is not afraid your worfhip will grumble, 
That (he m^ kes of your verfes a hoop for Mifs 

. Tam.t,-.' 
WhichVis all 'at prefent ; and fo I remain — 

• Their figxires were in the centre of the verfes. 
t The lady of George Rochford, Efq. 
>. /% Mifs Thoinafon« lady Betsy's dao{;h(er« 



ON 
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On Dr. SHERIDAN'S CIRCULAR VERSES, 
By MR. GEORGE ROCHFORT. 

"ITZITH mufick and poetry equally bleft, 

A bard thus Apollo moft humbly addreft: 
♦* Great author of harmony, verfes^ and light ! 
*' Affifted by thee, I both fiddle and write. 
^* Yet unheeded I fcrape, or I fcribble all day, 
** My verfe is negleded, my tunes thrown away, 
^* Thy fubftitute here, Vicer Apollo *, difdains 
" To vouch for my numbers, or lift to my ftrains j 
*' Thy manual fignct refufes to put 
" To the airs I produce from the pen or the gut 
" Be thou then propitious, great Phoebus ! and gran< 
** Relief, or reward, to my merit, or want. 
" Though the Dean and Delany tranfcendently fhine, 
" O brighten one folo or fonnet of mine! 
" With them Tm content thou fhouldft make thy 

abode ; 
** But vifit thy fervant in jig or in ode ; 
" Make one work immortal : *tis all I requeft.'*' 
Apollo look'd pleasM ; and, refolving to jeft,- 
Reply'd, " Honeft friend, Tve confidcrM thy cafe; 
" Nor diflike thy well meaning and humorous face, 
** Thy petition I grant : the boon is not great ; 
" Thy works fhall continue ; and here's the receipt. 
" On rondeaus hereafter thy fiddle-ftrings fpend ; 
** Write verfes in circles : they never (hall end." 

• Sec '' Apollo to the Dean," - 

5 ON 
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ON DANJACKSQN'S PICTURE^ 
CUT IN SILK AND PAPER, 

^'TpO fair Lady Betty Dan fat for his pidiure. 

And defyM her to draw him fo oft as he piqued 
her. 
He knew fheM no pencil or colouring by her. 
And therefore he thought he might fafely defy her. 
^^ibe fit, fays my Lady j then whips up her fciflar, 
^Aiod cuts out his coxcomb in filk in a trice, Sir. 
"TDaa fat with attention, and faw with furprize 
How fhe lengthened his chin, how fhe hollow'd his 

eyes; 
But flatterM himfelf with a fecret conceit. 
That his thin lanter» jaws all her art would defeat. 
Lady Betty obferv^d it,, then pidls out a pin. 
And varies the grain of the ftufF to his grin ; 
And, to make roafted filk to refemble his raw-bone, 
She raised up a thread to the jet of his jaw-bone ; 
Till at length in exadleft proportion he rofe. 
From the crown of his head to the arch of his nofe ; 
And if Lady Betty had dniwn him with wig and all, 
■lis certain the copy had out-done the original. 
Well, that's but my outfide, fays Dan with a 
vapour, 
3ay you fo, fays my Lady; IVe lin*d it with paper. 

Patr. "biL any fculp^ 



O N 
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ON THE SAME PICTURE, 

/^L ARISSA draws her fciflkrs from the cafe 
To draw the lines of poor Dan Jackfon's face, 



id chm, 1 
1 grin, i 
1. ] 



One Hoping cut made forehead, nofe, and chin, 
A nick produced a mouth, and made him 
Such as in taylor's meafure you have feen. 
But ftill were wanting his grimalkin eyes. 
For which grey worfted-ftocking paint fupplies. 
Th' unravel'd thread through needle's eye conveyM 
TrahsferrM itfelf into his pafte-hoard head. 
How came the fciflars to be thus out-done ? 
The needle had an eye, and they had none. 
O wondrous force of art ! now look at Dan — 
You'll fwear the pafte-board was the better man. 
" The devil! fays he, the head is not fo full l" 
Indeed it is — behold the paper fkuU. ^ 

Tho. Sheridan /tr^, 

ON THE SAME PICTURE, 

Tr\ AN's evil genius in a trice 

•^ Had ftripp'd him of his coin at dice, 

Cloe, obferving this difgrace. 

On Pam cut out his rueful face. 

By G — , fay Dan, 'tis very hard. 

Cut out at dige, cut out at card ! 

G. R0CHF0RT^«^ 

ON 



[ "I ] 



ON THE SAME PICTURE. 

rZHILST you three merry poets traffic 

To.g^ve us a defcription grapphic 
' Dan's large nofe in modern Sapphic ; 

pend my time in making Sermons, 
writing libels on the Germans, 
murmuring at Whig's preferments. 

t whfen I would find rhyme for Rochfort, 
A look in Englifti, French, and Scotch for 't, 
laft I'm fairly forc'd to botch for 't% 

1 Lady Betty recoiled her, 
d tell, who was it could direct her 
draw the face of fuch a fpcdre? 

luft confefs, that as to me, Sirs, 
ough 1 ne'er faw her hold the fcillars, 
ow could fafely fwear it is hers. 

s true, no nofe could come in better; 
s a vaft fubjeft ftuff'd with matter, 
lich all may handle, none can flatter. 

ke courage, Dan j this plainly (hows, 
at not the wifeft mortal knows 
lat fortune may befal his nofe. ' 

iw me the brightefl Irifh toafl:, 
lo from her lover e'er could boaft 
ove a ibng or two at moft ; 



For 
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For thee three poets now are drudging all. 

To praife the cheeks, chin, nofe, the bridge and allj 

Both of the plfture and original. 

Thy nofe's length and fame extend 
So far, dear Dan, that every friend 
Tries, who (hall have it by the end^ 

And future poets, as they rife. 
Shall read with envy and furprize 
Thy nofe outfhining Gxlia's eyes. 

jois[. SWift; " 



hAN JACKSON^S DEFENCE: 

^< My verfe little better you*Il find than my face is, 
** A word to the wife— «/ piffurs poefis** 

^T^HREE merry lads, with envy ftiingi 

Becaufe Daa's face is better hungj 
Combined in verie to rhyiiie it down^ * 

And in its place fet up their own ; 
As if they'd run it down much better 
By number of their feet in. metre, 
Or that its red did caufe their fpitCi 
Which made them draw in black and whitdi 
Be that as 'twill, this is moR. true, 
They were infpir'd by what they dreWi 
Let then fuch critkks know, my face 
Gives them thei^r comelioeis and gr^ce i 
While every line of face does bxiog 
A line of grace to what they fing* 

But 



Dan JACKSOiN^S defence, aa^ 

feut yet, methinks, though with difgrace 

Both to the pidture and the face, 

I fhould nam^ them who do rrfiearfe 

The ftory of the pidturc-farce ; 

iTie ^Squire^ in French as hard as ftone^ 

Or ftrong as. cock, that's all as one. 

On face on cards is very brilk ^ Sirs, 

Becaufe on them you play at whifk. Sirs* 

But much I wonder, tvhy my crany 

Should envy^d be by De-el-any : 

And yet much more, that half-nanie fake 

Should join a party in the freak, 

For fure 1 am it was not fafe 

Thus to abufe his better half. 

As I fliall prove you, Dan, to be^ 

Divifim and conjunctively. 

For if Dan lote not Sherry, call 

Sherry be any thing to Dan ? 

This is the cafe whene'er you fee 

Dan makes nothii^ of Sherry ; 

Or Ihould Daa he by Sherxy o'erta'en, 

Then Dan would be poor Sherridane j 

^Tls hard then he fliould be decry'd 

By Dan with Sherry b^f^his fide. 

But, if the cafe mufl be fo hard, 

That ^aces fufier by a caixl, 

Let criticks cenfure, what care I ? 

Back-biters only we defy^ 

Faces are free from injury. 



I 



MR. 
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MR. ROCHFbkT'S REPLY. 

XTOV fay your face is better hung 

Than ours — by what ? by nofe or tongue ? 
In not explaining, you are wrong 

to us, Sir. 

Bccaufe we thus muft ftate the cafe, 
That you have got a hanging face, 
Th' untimely end's a damn'd difgrace 

of noofe, Sir. 

But yet be not caft down : I fee 
A weaver will your hangman be j 
You'll only hang in tapeftry 

with many : 

And then the ladies, I fuppofe. 
Will praife your longitude of nofe. 
For latent charms within your cloaths, 

dear Danny. 





Thus will the fiur of tevery age 
From all parts make their pilgrimage, 
brlhip thy nofe with pious rage 

of love, Sir : 

>tt their religion wiD be fpent 
t thy woven monument, 
not one orifon be lent 

to Jove, Sir. 



You 
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Vou the famM idol will become, 
As gardens gracM in ancient Rome, 
By matrons worlhip'd in the gloom 

of night : 

O happy Dan ! thrice happy fure ! 
Thy fanie for ever fhall endure, 
Who after death can love fecure 

at fight. 

So far I thought it was my duty 
To dwell upon thy boafted beauty ; . 
Now rU proceed a word or two ty*e 

in anfwer 

To that part where you carry on 
This paradox, that rock and (lone 
In your opinion are all one : 

How can. Sir, 

A man of reafoning fo profound 

So ftupidly be run aground. 

As things fb differently to confound 

t' our fenfes ? 

Except you judgM them by the knock 
Of near an equal hardj block : 
Such an experimental ftroke 

convinces* 

Then might you be, by dint of reafon^ 
A proper jadge on this occafion \ 
*Gainft fedingitfaere'^ no difputation^ 

is granted : 
V0L.VIL Q^ Therefore 
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Therefore to thy fuperior wit. 
Who made the trial, we fubmit ; 
Thy head to prove the truth of it 

we wanted. 

In one alTertion you're to blame. 
Where Dan and Sherry's made the fame. 
Endeavouring to have your name 

refin'd, Sir: 

You'll fee moft grofely you miftook. 
If you confult your fpelling-book, 
(Tlic better half you fay you took) 

you'll find, Sir ; 

S, H, E, (he — and R, I, ri. 

Both put together make Sherry, 

D, A, N, Dan — makes up the three 

fyllables; 

Dan is but one, and Sherri two. 
Then, Sir, your choice will never do ; 
Therefore I've turn'd, my friend, on you 

the tables. 



DR. DELANY'S REPtY. 

A SSJST me, my Mufe, while I labour to lima 
-'^ him: 

Credite^ Pifona^ ijii taBuU fer/hmlm. 
You look and you write with fo different a grace. 
That I eavy your verfe^ though I did not your £u:e. 

And 
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And to him that thinks rightly, there's reafon enough, 
^Caufe one is as fmooth, as the other is rough* 

But much Vm amaz'd you fhould think my deJfign 
Was tor rhyme down your nofe, or your harlequin 

griiij 
Which you yourfelf wonder the de'el fliould malign. 
And if 'tis fo ftrange, that your monfterfhip's crany 
Should be envyM by him, much lefs by Delany ; 
Though I own to you, when I conlider it flxidter, 
I envy the painter, ial though riot the picture. 
And juftly {he's envy'd, fmce a fiend of Hell • 
Was never drawn right but by her and Raphael! 

Next, as to the charge, which you tell us is true, 
That we were infpir'd by the fubjedk we drew. 
InfpirM we were, and well, Sir, you knew it. 
Yet not by your nofe, but the faif one that drew it: 
Had your nofe been the Mufe, we had ne'er been 

inlpir'd, 
Tho' perhaps it might juftly Ve been faid we wereJjj'd. 

As to the divifion of words in your ftaves. 
Like my countryman's horn-comb, into three halves^ 
I meddle not with 't, but prefume to make merry. 
You catiid Dan one half, and t'other half Sherry : 
Now if Dan's a half, as you call 't o'er and o'er. 
Then iKfa^t be deny'd that Sherry's two more. 
For pray give me leave to fay. Sir, for all you, ' 
Tlut Sherry's at leaft of double the value. 
But perhaps,. Sir, you did it to fill up the verfei ^ 
So crowds in a concert (like adors in farce) > 

Play two parts in one, when fcrapers are fcaijifc.^ J 
But.be that as 'twill, you'll know more anon, S.r, 
lliThenBHeridan fends to Merry Dan anfwer. 

CL2 , SHE- 
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S H E R I D A N'S REPLY. 

^T^HREE merry lads you own we are ; 
'Tis very true, and free from care. 
But envious we cannot bear, 

believe, Sir : 

For, were all forms of beauty thiiie^ 
Were you like Nereus foft and fine, 
We fhould not in the leaft repine, 

or grieve, Sir. 

Then know from us, moft beauteous Dan, 
That roughnefs beft becomes a man ; 
'Tis women ihould be pale and wan, 

and tjifver; 

And all your trifling beaux and fops. 

Who comb their brows, and fleek their chops. 

Are but the offspring of toy-fhops, 

meer vapour. 

We know your morning-hours you pa& 

To cull and gather out a face ; 

Is this the way you take your glafs ? * 

Forbear it : 

Thoife loads of paint upon your toilet. 
Will never mend your fece, but ipoil it. 
It looks as if you did par-boil it: 

Drink clared 

T . . Your 
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Your cheeks, by flecking, are fo lean. 
That they're like Cynthia in the wane. 
Or breaft of gobfe when 'tis pick'd clean, 

or puUet I 

See what by drinking you have dpne : 
YouVe made your phiz a ftieleton. 
From the long diftance of your crown, 

t'your gullet* 



A REJOINDER. 
BY THE PEAK, IN JACKSON'S NAME. 

TT7EARIED with faying grace and prayer, 
^ 1 haft^n'd "down to country air, ^' 

To read your ^wer, and prepare 

reply to*t; 

But your fair lines fb grpfsly flatter. 
Pray, do they praife me, or befpattcr ? 
I muft fufped you mean the latter — 

Ah! fly-boot! 

It muft be fo ! what elfe, alas ! 
Can mean by culling of a face. 
And aU that ftyff of toilet, glafs, 

and box-comb? 

But be't as 'twill, this you muft grant. 
That you're a dawb, whilft I but paint; 
Then wWch of us two is the quaipt-* 

<^ coxcomb? 
Q 3 I value 
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I value not your jokes of noofe. 
Your gibes, and all your foul abufe. 
More than the dirt beneath my flioes, 

nor fear it ; 

Yet one thing vexes me, I own, 

Thou forry fcare-crow of fkin and bone ; 

To be caird lean by a Ikeleton, 

who*d bear it ? 

*Tis true indeed, to curry friends, 
You fcem to praife, to make amends, 
And yet, before your ftanza ends, 

you flout me 

- *Bout latent charms beneath my cloaths j 
For every one that knows me knows 
That I have nothing like my nofe 

about me: 

I pafe now where you fleer and laugh, 

*Caufe I call Dan my better half ! 

Oh there you think you have me fafe ! 

But hold, Sir : 

Is not a penny often found ' 

To be much greater than a pound ? 
5y your good leave, my moft profound 

and bold Sir, 

Dan's npble mettle. Sherry bafe ; 
So Dan*, the better, though the lefs, 
An ounce of gold's worth ten of brafs, 

dull pedant! 
. * As 
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^ As to your fpelling, let me fee, 
If SHE makes flier, and RI makes ry. 
Good fpelling-mafter! your crany 

has lead on*t. 



ANOTHER REJOINDER, 
BY THE DEAN, IN JACKSON'S NAME, 

'TpHREE days for anfwer I have waited, 

I thought an ace you'd ne'er have bated^ 
And art thou forc'd to yield, ill-fated 

poetafter ? 

Henceforth acknowledge, that a nofe 

Of thy dimenfion's fit for profe. 

But every one that knows Dan, knows 

thy xnafter. 

Blufli for ill-fpelling, for ill-lines. 
And fly with hurry to ramines ; 
Thy fame, thy genius now declines, 

proud boafler. 

I hear with fome concern you roar. 
And flying think to quit the fcore, 
By clapping billets on your door 

and polls, Sir. 

Thy ruin, Tom, I never meant, 
Vm griev'd to hear your banifliment, 
Butpleas'd to find you do relent 

and cry on. 
0^4 I maul'd 
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I maul'd you, when you look'd fo bluffy' 
But now rU fecret keep your ftuff j 
For know, proftration is enough 

to th' liou. 

SHERIDAN^S SUBMISSION, 
BY THE DEAN. 

<< Cedo jam, miferae cognofcens prxmia rixae, 
^^ Si rifca eft, ubi tu pul(as ego vapulo tammn/' 

POOR Sherry, inglorious, 
To Dan the yidorious^ 
Prefeints, as 'tis fitting. 
Petition and greeting. 

TO you, vidorious and brave. 

Your now fubdued and fuppliant flavc ! 

Moft humbly fues for pardon ; *- * 

Who when I fought ftill cut me down^ 
And when I vanquifh'd fled the town, 

Purfued ^nd laid me hard on. 

Npw lowly crouch'd I crj peccavi^ 
And proftrate fupplicate/(?«r tn^ vie^ 

Your mercy I rely on ; ^ 
For you, my conqueror and my kin^ 
|n pardoning, as in punifhing. 

Will Ihew yourfelf a lion. 

Alas! Sir, I had no defign. 
But was unwarily drawn in ; 

For ipite I ne'er had any ; 
*Twas the damn'd Tquire with the hard name ; 
The de'el too that ow'd me a fhame, 

The devil and Delanyj 

\ They 
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They tempted me t' attack your highnefc^ 
And then, with wonted wile and flyaefs, 

They left me in the lurch: 
TJnhappy wretch ! for now, I ween, 
JVe nothing left to vent my fpleei^ 

But ferula and birch : 

And they, alas ! yield fmall relief 
Seem rather to renew my grief, 

My wounds bleed all anew : 
For every fbxJre goes to my heart. 
And at each laih I feel the (mart 

Of la£h laid on by you. 



TO THE REV. DANIEL JACKSON; 

q^o be humbly prcfcntcd by Mr. Sheridjlk in 
Pcrfon, with Rcfpcft, Care, and Speed, 

Dear Dan, 
ttERE I return my truft, noralk, 
A- -■• One penny for remittance ; 
If I have well performed my tafk, 

Pray fend me an acquittance. 

Too long I bore this weighty pack. 

As Hercules the Iky; 
Now ^take him you, Dan Atlas, back. 

Let me be ftander-by. 

Not all the witty things you Ipeak 

In compals of a day, 
Not half the puns you make a week, 

Should bribe his longer ftay. 

With 
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With me you left him out at nurfc. 

Yet are you not my debtor ; 
For, as he hardly can be worfe, 

I ne'er could make him better. 

He rhymes and puns, : and puns and rhymes, 

Juft as he did before ; 
And, when he's lafh'd a hundred times. 

He rhymes and puns the more. 

When rods. are laid on fchool-boys bums, 

The more- they fHfk and fkip : 
The fchool-boy's top but louder hums. 

The more they ufe the whip. 

Thus, a lean beail beneath a load 

(Abeaft of Irifh breed) 
Will, in a tedious, dirty road. 

Outgo the prancing fteed. 

You knock him down and down in vain. 

And lay him flat before ye, 
For, foon as he gets up again, 

He'll ftrut, and cry, ViSoria ! . 

At every ftroke of mine, he fell, 

'Tis true he roar'd and cry'd j 
But his impenetrable fliell 

Could feel no harm befidc. 

The tortoife thus, with motion flow. 

Will clamber up a wall ; 
Yet, fenfelefs to the hardeft blow. 

Gets nothing but a fall. 

Dear 
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Dear Dan, then, why fhould you, gr I, 

Attack his pericrany? 
And, fmce it is in vain to try, 

We'll fend him to Delany. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

J^ean Tom, when 1 faw him, laft week, on his horfe 

awry. 
Threatened loudly to turn me to ftone with his for- 
^'-' eery. 

But, I think, little Dan, that, in fpight of what our 

foe fays. 
He will find I read Ovid and his Metamorphofis. 
For omitting the firft (where 1 make a comparifon. 
With a fort of allufion to Putland * or Harrifon) 
Yet, by my defcription, you*ll find he in fliorb ia 
A pack and a garran, a top and a tortoife. 
So I hope from henceforward you ne'er will afk, can 

I maul 
This te^^ing, conceited, rude, infolent animal ? 
And, if this rebuke might tqrn to his benefit, 
(For I pity the man) I fliould be glad then of it. 



TO DR. SHERIDAN. 
On his " Art of Punning.** 

TTAD I ten thoufand mouths and tongues. 

Had I ten thoufand pair of lungs. 
Ten thoufand fcuUs with brains to think. 
Ten thoufand ftandiflies of ink, 

• Alluding to the Prologue, mentioned above, p. 227. 

Ten 
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Ten thoufand hands and pens to write 
Thy praife, Vd ftudy day and night. 

Oh may thy Work for ever live ! 
(Dear Tom, a friendly zeal forgive) 
May no vile mifcreant fawcy Cook 
Prefume to tear thy learned Book, 
To finge his Fowl for nicer gueft, 
Or pin it on the Turkey's breaft. 
Keep it from pafty bak'd or flying. 
From broiling flake, or frit:cis iiying. 
From lighting pipe, or making fnufl^, 
Or cafmg up a feather muff. 
From all the feveral ways the Grocer 
(Who to the learned world's a foe Sir) 
Has found in twilling, folding, packing. 
His brains and ours at once a racking. 
And may it never curl the head. 
Of either living block or dead ! 
Thus, when all dangers they have paft; 
Your leaves, like leaves of brafs, (hall la(L 
No blaft fhall from a Gritick's breathy 
By vile infection, caufe their death. 
Till they in flames at lafl: expire. 
And help to fet the world on fire. 



STELLA 
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STELLA TO DR. SWIFT. 

On his Krth-day, Nov. 30, 1721. 

QT. Patrick's Deto, yottr country's pride, 

^ My early and tny only guide, 

Let me among the reft attend, 

Your pupil and your humble friend, 

To celebrate in female ftrains 

The day that psud your mother's pains j 

Defcend to take that tribiite due 

In gratitude alone to you. 

When men began to call me fair, 
You interposM your timely care ; 
You early taught me to defpife 
The ogling of a coxcomb's eyes j 
Shew'd where my judgment was mifplac'd j 
Refin^<Jr my fancy and my tafte. 

Behold that beauty juft decay'd. 
Invoking art to nature's aid : 
Forfook by her admiring train, 
She fpreads her tatter'd nets in vain ; 
Short was her part upon the ftage ; 
Went finoothly on for half a page ; 
Her bloom was gone, fhe wanted art. 
As the fcene changed, to change her part ; 
She, whom no lover could refift. 
Before the fecond ad was hifs'd. 
Such is the fate of female rate 
With no endowments but a face ; 

Before 
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Before the thirtieth year of lifef, 
A maid forlorn, or hated wife. 

Stella to you, her tutor, owes 
That flie has ne'er refembled thofe ; 
Nor was a burden to mankind 
With half her courfe of years behind. 
You taught how I might youth prolong. 
By knowing what was right and wrong j 
How from my heart to bring fupplies 
Of luftre to my fading «yes ; 
How foon a beauteous mind repairs 
The lofs- of changed or falling hairs ; 
How wit and virtue from within 
Send out a fmoothnefs o'er the (kin : 
Your ledures could my fancy fix. 
And I can pleafe at thirty-fix. 
The fight of Cloe at fifteen 
Coquetting, gives not mc the fpleen ; 
The idol now of every fool 
Tin time fhall make their paflions coo^; 
Then tumbling down time's fteepy till^ 
WhUe Stella holds her ftation ftill. 
Oh ! turn your precepts into laws. 
Redeem the wpmen^s ruin'd caufe. 
Retrieve loft empire to our fex, r 
That men may bow their rebel necksr 

Long be the day that gave you birtE 
Sacred to friendfhip, wit, and mirth ; 
Late dying may you caft a flired 
Of your rich mantle o'er my head ; 
To bear with dignity my forrow. 
One day alone, then die to-mo rrgw 






TO 
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T O SX.E L L A. 

ON HER BIRTH- DAY, 1721.2. 

vrrHILE, Stella, to your lafting praife 
^ The Mufe her annual, tribute pays, 
While I affign myfelf a tafki 
Which you expedi, but.fcom to alk j 
If I perform this talk with pain. 
Let me of partial fate complain ; 
You every ^ear the debt enlarge, 
I grow lefs equal to the charge : 
In you each virtue brighter fhines, 
But my poetic vein declines ; 
My harp will foon in vain be ftrung. 
And all yoiu: virtues left unfung : 
For none among the upftart race 
Gf Poets dare affumc my place ; 
Your worth will be to them unknown. 
They muft have Stellas of their own ; 
And thus, my ftock of wit decay'd, 
I dying leave the debt unpaid,- 
Unlefs Delany, as my heir. 
Will anfwer for the whole arrear. 



STELLA'S 



^•. 
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STELLA'S feIRTft.r)AY: 

A great Botde of Whic, long buried, being that Day dug up« 
i7M-3- 

ty ESOL V'D Ttij annual Terfe to pay. 

By duty bound, on Stella's day, 
Furnifh'd with paper, pens, and ink, 
I gravely fat me down to think : -r . 

I bit my nails, and fcratch'd my head^ -. ^ 

But found my wit and fancy fled : ' ' 

Or, if with more than ufual pain, 
A thought came flowly from my brain ; 
It coft me lord knows how much time 
To fhape it into fenfe and rhyme : 
And, what was yet a greater curfe. 
Long thinking made my fancy w^rfe* 

Forfaken by th' infpiring Nine, . ^ 
I waited at Apollo's fhrine : 
I told him wliat the world would lay. 
If Stella were unfung to-day : 
How I fhould hide my head for jQxame, 
When both the Jacks and Robin came } 
How Ford would frown, how Jim would Vettf 
How Sheridan the rogue would fneer. 
And fwear it does not always follow, 
That^;77^/ in anno ridet Apollo. 
I have aflur'd them twenty times. 
That Phoebus help'd me in my ryhmes ; 
Phoebus infpir'd me from above. 
And he and I were hand and glove. 

2 BttC, 
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"I furnifh hints^ 
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Put, finding me fo dull and dry fince, 
they'll call it all poetic licence ; 
And when I brag of aid divine, 
^ink Euftien's right as good as mine. 

Nor do I a{k for Stella's fake ; 
*Tls my own credit lies at ftake : 
And Stella will be fung, while I 
Can only be a ftander-by. 

Apollo, having thought a little. 
Returned this anfwer to a tittle. 

fhould live like old Methufalem, 
and you (hall ufe all 'em^ 
You yearly fmg as (he grows old. 
You'd leave her virtues half untold^ 
But, to fay thith, fuch dulnefs reigns^ 
Through the whole fet of Irifh deans, 
I'm daily ftunn'd with fuch a medley, 
Dean W— -, Dean D — ^ and Dean Smedley, . 
That, let what Dean foever come. 
My orders are, I'm not at home ; 
And if your voice had not been loud^ 
You muft have pafs'd among the crowd* 

But now, your danger to prevent, 
You muft apply to Mrs. Brent ; 
For Ihe, as prieftefs, knows the rites 
WTierein the god of earth delights. 
Firft, nine ways looking, let her ftand 
With an old poker in her liand j 
Let her defcribe a circle round 
In Saunders' cellar on the ground : 
A fpade let prudent Archy hold. 
And with difcretion dig the mould : 

Vol. VII. R Let 
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Let Stella look with watchful eye, 
Rebecca, Ford, and Grattans by. 

Behold the bottle, where it lies 
With neck elated toward the fkies ! 
The god of winds and god of fire 
Did to its wondrous birth confjpire ; 
And Bacchus for the poet's ufe 
Pour d in a ftrong infpiring juice. 
See ! as you raife it from its tomb. 
It drags behind a fpacious womb. 
And in the fpacious womb contains 
A fovereign medicine for the brains* 

You'll find it foon, if fate confents ; 
If not, a thoufand Mrs. Breats, 
Ten thoufand Archys, arm'd with fjpadei, 
May dig in vein to Pluto's ihades. 

From thence a plenteous draught infufe. 
And boldly then invoke the Mufe j 
But firft let Robert on his knees. 
With caution drain it from the lees : 
The Mufe will at your call appear. 
With Stella's praife to crown the year. 



A SATIRICAL ELEGY 

OK THE DEATH OE 

A late; famous general. 

TTIS Grace! impoffible! what dead! 

Of old age too, and in his bed ! 
And could that mighty warrior fall, 
And fo inglorious, after all ! 

3 Well 
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\Vell, fincc he's gone, no matter how, 
The laft loud trump muft wake him now : 
And, truft me, as the noife grows flronger, 
He'd wifli to fleep a little longer. 
And could he be indeed fo old ' 
As by the news-papers we're told ? 
Tlireefcore, I think, is pretty high ; 
'Twas time in confcience he fhould die ! 
This world he cumber'd long enough ; 
He burnt his candle to the fnuff ; 
And that's the reafon, fome folks think. 
He left behind fo great a f — ^k. 
Behold his funeral appears, 
Nor widows' iighs, nor orphans' tears. 
Wont at fuch times each heart to pierce. 
Attend the progrefs of his hear fe. 
But what of that i his friends may fay. 
He had thofe honours in his day. 
True to his profit and his pride. 
He made them weep before he dy'd. 
Come hither^ all ye empty things ! 
Ye bubbles rais'd by breath of kings ! 
Who float upon the tide of ftate ; 
Come hither, and behold your fate! 
Let Pride be taught by this rebuke. 
How very mean a thing's a Duke ; 
From all his ill-got honours flung, 
Turn'd to that dirt from whence he fprung. 



R a DEAN 
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DEAN SMEDLEY'S PETITION 
TO THE DUKE OF GRAFTON. 

** Non domus aut fundus—" Hor. 

T T was, my lord, the dextrous fliift 

Of t'other Jonathan, viz. Swift, 
But now St. Patrick's fancy dean, 
With lilver verge and furplice clean. 
Of Oxford, or of Ormondes grace, 
In loofer rhyme to beg a place- 
A place he got, yclept a ftall. 
And eke a thoufand poimds withal j 
And, were he a lefs witty writer. 
He might as well have got a mitre. 
Thus I, the Jonathan of Qogher, 
In humble lays, my thanks to offer. 
Approach your grace with grateful heart, 
My thanks and verfe both void of art. 
Content with what your bounty gave. 
No larger income do I crave : ^ 

Rejoicing that in better times, 
Grafton requires my loyal lines. 
Proud ! while my patron is polite, 
I likcwife to the patriot write ! 
Proud ! that at once I can commend 
King George's and the Mufes' friend ! 
Endcar'd to Britain ; and to thee 
(Disjoin'd, Hibemia, by the fea) 

8 Endear' 
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EndearM by twice three anxious years, 
EmployM in guardian toils and cares ; 
By love, by wifdom, and by fkill ; 
For he has fav'd thee *gainft thy will. 

But where fhall Smedley make his neft, 
And lay his wandering head to reft ? 
Where fhall he find a decent houfe, 
To treat his friends, and cheer his fpoufe ? 
Oh ! tack, my lord, fome pretty cure ; 
In wholefome foil, and aether pure ; 
^ .The garden ftor'd with artlefs flowers, 
Tn either angle fhady bowers. 
No gay parterre, with coftly green. 
Within the ambient hedge be feen : 
Let feature freely take her courfe. 
Nor fear from me ungrateful force ; 
No fheers fhall check her fprouting vigour. 
Nor fhape the yews to antic figure : 
A limpid brook fhall trout fupply, 
In May, to take the mimic fly ; 
Round a fmall orchard may it run^ 
Whofe apples redden to the fun. 
Let all be fnug, and warm, and neat ; 
For fifty turn'd a fafe retreat. 
A little Eufton may it be, 
Eufton ril carve on every tree. 
But then, to keep it in repair, 
My lord — twice fifty pounds a year 
Will barely do ; but if your grace 
Could make them hundreds — charming place ! 
fhou then wouldft fhew another face. 

II 3 Clogher! 



} 
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Clogher ! far north, my lord, it Hes, 
'Midft fnowy hills, inclement fkies ; 
One fhivers with the'Ardlic wind. 
One hears the polar axis grind. 
Good John * indeed, with beef and claret. 
Makes the place warm that one may bear it* 
He has a purfe to keep a table. 
And eke a foul as hofpitable. 
My heart is good ; but affets fail. 
To fight with ftorms of fnow and hail. 
Befides, the country's thin of people, 
Who feldom meet but at the fteeple : 
The ftrapping dean, that's gone to Downj^ 
Ne'er nam'd the thing without a frown. 
When, much fatigued with fermon-ftudyj^ 
He felt his brain grow dull and muddy j 
No fit companion could be found, 
To pufh the lazy bottle round : 
Sure then, for want of better folks 
To pledge, his clerk was orthodox. 

Ah ! how unlike to Gerard-ftreet, 
Where beaux and belles in parties meet j 
Where gilded chairs and coachesi throng^ 
And joftle as they trowl along ; 
Where tea and coffee hourly flow. 
And gape-feed does in plenty grow ; 
And Griz (no clock more certain) cries, 
ExacS at feven, ** Hot mutton-pies !" 
There lady Luna in her fphere 
Once Ihone, when Paunceforth was not near ; 

• Pp. Sterne. 

?Ut 
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But now (he wanes, and, as 'tis faid, 
Keeps fober hours, and goes to bed. 
There — ^but 'tis endlefs to write down 
All the amufements of the town ; 
And fpoufe will think herfelf quite undone. 
To trudge to Connor * from fweet London ; 
And care we muft our wives to pleafe. 
Or elfe— -we {hall be ill at eafe. 

You fee, my lord, what 'tis I lack, 
*Tis only fome convenient tack. 
Some parfonage-lioufe, with garden fweet, 
To be my late, my laft retreat ; 
A decent church clofe by its fide. 
There, preaching, praying, to refide ; 
And, as my time fecurely rolls, 
To fave my own and other fouls. 



THE duke's answer. 
BY DR. SWIFT. 

Tr\EAR Smed, I read thy brilliant lines. 

Where wit in all its glory fhines ; 
Where compliments, with all their pride. 
Are by their numbers dignified : 
I hope, to make you yet as clean 
As that fame Viz, St. Patrick's dean, 
ril give thee furplice, verge, and ftall, 
And may be fomcthing elfe withal j 

* The bifhopric of Connor is united to that of Down ; but there 
irt two deans. 

R 4 And, 
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And, were you not fo good a writer, 

I fhould prefent you with a mitre. 

Write worfe then, if- you can — be wife— - 

Believe me, 'tis the way to rife. 

Talk not of making of thy neft : 

Ah ! never lay thy head to reft ! 

That head fo well with wifdom fraught,^ 

That writes without the toil of thought \ 

While others rack their bufy brains, 

You are not in the leaft at pains. 

Down to your deanry new repair, 

And build a caftle in the air. ' * 

Tm fure a man of your fine fenfe 

Can do it with a fqiall expence. 

There your dear fpoufe and you together 

May breathe your bellies full of ?ether. 

When lady Luna is your neighbour, 

She'll help your wife when (he's in labour j 

Well fkiird in midwife artifices, 

For flie herfelf oft' falls in pieces. 

There you ftiall fee a raree-fhew 

Will make you fcorn this world below, 

When you behold the milky way. 

As white as fnow, as bright as day ; 

The glittering conftellations roll 

Anout the grinding Arftic pole ; 

The lovely tingling in your ears, 

Wrought by the mufick of the fpheres— 

Your fpoufe fhall then no longer heftor. 

You need not fear a curtain-lefture ; 

Nor fhall Ihe think that fhe is undone 

For quitting her beloved London. 

When 



VERSES BY STELLA. 249 

When file's exalted in the fides. 

She'll never think of mutton-pies ; 

When you're advanq'd above dean Viz 

You'll never think of goody Griz. 

But ever, ever, live at eafe. 

And ftrive, and ftrive, your wife to pleafe } 

In her you'll centre all your joys. 

And get ten thoufand girls and boys : 

Ten thoufand girls and boys you'll get. 

And they like ftars fliall rife and fet. 

While you and fpoufe, transform'd, fliall foon 

Be a new fun and a new moon : 

Nor fliall you ftrive your horns to hide. 

For then your horns fliall be your pride. 



VERSES BY STELLA. 

T F it be true, celeftial Powers, 

That you have form'd me fair. 
And yet, in all my vaineft hours. 

My mind has been my care : 
Then, in return, I beg this grace. 

As you were ever kind. 
What envious Tiine takes from my face, 

Beftow upon my mind ! 



JEALOUSY. 
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JEALOUSY. BY THE SAME* 

1^ Shield me from his rage, celeftial Powers ! 
This tyrant, that embitters all my hours ! 
Ah, Love ! youVe poorly play'd the hero's part : 
You conquered, but you can't defend my heart. 
When firft I bent beneath your gentle reign, 
I thought this monfter baniih'd from your train : 
But you would raifc him to fupport your throne ; 
And now he claims your empire as his own. 
Or tell me, tyrants ! have you both agreed. 
That where one reigns, the other fhall fuccced ? • 



DR. DELANY'S V I L L A f. 

TX70ULD you that Delville I defcribe? 

Believe me. Sir, I will not jibe : 
For who would be fatirical 
Upon a thing fo very fmall ? 

You fcarce upon the borders enter, 
Before you're at the very centre. 
A fmgle crow can make it night. 
When o'er your farm fhe takes her flight : 
Yet, in this narrow compafs, we 
Obferve a vaft variety ; 
Both walks, walls, meadows, and parterres, 
Windows and doors, and rooms and ftairs, 

• On the pablication of ** Cadenos and Vancfla." 
t This was not Swlfc's, but written by Di. Sheridan. 

And 
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And hills and dales^ and woods and fields, 
And hay, and grafs, and corn, it yields ; 
All to your haggard brought fo cheap in. 
Without the mowing or the reaping : 
A razor, though to fay't I'm loth. 
Would {have you and your meadows both. 

Though fmall's the farm, yet here's a houfq 
Full large to entertain a moufe ; 
But where a rat is dreaded more 
Than favage Caledonian boar ; 
. For, if it's enter'd by a rat. 
There is no room to bring a cat. 

A little rivulet feems to fteal 
Down through a thing you call a vale. 
Like tears adown a wrinkled cheek, 
Like rain along a blade of leek : 
And this you call your fweet meander. 
Which might be fuck'd up by a gander^ 
Could he but force his nether bill 
To fccop the channel of the rilL 
For fure you'd make a mighty clutter. 
Were it as big as city-gutter. 

Next come I to your kitchen-garden. 
Where one poor moufe would fare but hard inj 
And round this garden is a walk. 
No longer than a taylor's chalk ; 
Thus I compare what fpace is in it, 
A fnail creeps round it in a minute» 
One lettuce makes a fhift to fquceze 
Up through a tuft you call your trees : 
And, once a year, a fmgle rofe 
Peeps from the bud, but never blows ; 
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In vain then you cxpedl its bloom ! 
It cannot blow for want of room. 

In fhort, in all your boafted feat. 
There's nothing but yourfelf that's great. 



ON ONE OF THE WINDOWS AT DELVILLE 

A BARD, grown defirous of faving his pelf, 
•* ^ Built a houfe he was fure would hold none 

but himfelf. 
This enrag'd god Apollo, who Mercury fent. 
And bid him go a(k what his votary meant? 
*' Some foe to my empire has been his advifer : 
" 'Tis of dreadful portent when a poet turns mifer! 
♦' Tell him, Hermes, from me, tell that fubjeft 

" of mine, 
** J have fWom by the Styx, to defeat his defiga } 
** For wherever he lives, the Miifes Ihall reign ; 
" And the Mufes, he knows, have a numerous 

" train." 



CARBERI^ RUPES, 
IN COMITATU CORGAGENSI. 1723, 

T^ CCE ingens fragmen fcopuU,quod vertice fumrpQ 
^^ Defuper impendet, nullo fundamine nixum 
Decidit in fludlus : maria undique & undique faxa 
Horrifono ftridore tonant, & ad sethera murmur 
Erigitur ; trepidatque fuis Neptunus in undis. 
Nam, longa venti rabie, ajtque afpcrgine crebra 

iEquorci 
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JEquorei ladcis, fpecus ima nipe cavatur: 
Jam fultura ruit, jam fumfna cacumina nutant ; 
Jam cadit in praeceps moles, & verberat undas* 
Attonitus credas, hinc dejecifle Tonantem 
Montibus impofitos montes, & Pelion altum 
In capita anguipedum coelo jaculafle gigantum, 

Ssepe etiam fpelunca imraani aperitur hiatu 
Exefa e fcopulis, & utrinque foramina pandit, 
Hinc atque hinc a ponto ad pontum pervia Phoebo. 
Cautibus enorme jundis laquearia te£ti 
Formantur ; moles olim ruitura fupeme* 
Fomice fublimi nidos pofuere palumbes, 
Inque imo ftagni pofuere cubilia phocx. 

Sed, cum faevit hyems, & venti, carcere rupto, 
Immenfos volvunt fludius ad culmina montis ; 
Non obfeflsB arces, non fulmina vindice dextra 
Mlfla Jovis, quoties inimicas faivit in urbes, 
Exaequant fonitum undarum, veniente procella : 
Littora littoribus reboant ; vicinia late, 
Gens aflueta mari, & pedibus percurrere rupes, 
Terretur tamen, & longc fugit, arva relinquens. 

Gramina dum carpunt pendentes rupe capellae, 
Vi falientis aquae de fummo praecipitantur, 
Et dulces animas imo fub gurgite linquunt. 

Pifcator terra non audet vellere funem ; 
Sed latet in portu tremebundus, & aera fudum 
Haud fperans, Nereum precibus votifque fatigat. 



CARBERY 
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CARBERY ROCKS- 
TRANSLATED BY DR. DUNKm- 

T O ! from the top of yonder cliff, that ftiroudsl 

Its airy head amid the azure cloudsj 
Hangs a huge fragment ; deftitute of props. 
Prone on the wave the rocky ruin drops ; 
With hoarfe rebuff the fwelling feas rebound, 
From fhore to fhore the rocks return the found : ' 
The dreadful murmurs heaven's high convex cleavcSf j\ 
And Neptune fhrinks beneath his fubjeft wraves : ] 



For, long the whirling winds and beating tides 

Had fcoop'd a vault into its nether fides^ 

Now yields the bale, the fummits nod, now urge 

Their headlong courfe, and lafti the founding furgc 

Not louder noife could fhake the guilty world. 

When Jove heap'd mountains upon mountains hurfdj 

Retorting Pelion from his dread "abode. 

To crufli Earth's rebel-fons beneath the load. 

Oft' too with hideous yawn the cavern wide 
Prefents an orifice on either fide, 
A difmal orifice, from fea to fea 
Extended, pervious to the God of Day : 
Uncouthly join'd, the rocks flupendous form 
An arch, the ruin of a future florm : 
High on the cliff their nefls the Woodquefls make. 
And Sea-calves flable in the oozy lake. 

But when bleak Winter with his fullen train 
Awakes the winds to vex the watery plain ; 
When o'er the craggy fleep without controul. 
Big with the blafl, the; raging billows roll j 

Not 
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Not towns beleaguer'd, not the flaming brand. 
Darted from Heaven hj Jove's avenging hand^ 
Oft* as on impious men his wrath he pours. 
Humbles their pride, and blafts their gilded towers. 
Equal the tumult of this wild uproar : 
Waves rufh o'er waves, rebellows ftiore to Ihorc. 
The neighbouring race, though wont to brave the 

(hocks 
Of angry feas, and run along the rOcks, 
Now pale with terror, while the ocean foams. 
Fly far and wide, nor truft their native homes. 

The goats, while pendent from the mountain-top 
The witherM herb improvident they crop, 
WafhM down the precipice with fudden fweep, 
Xeave their fweet lives beneath th'unfathom'd deep. 

The frighted fi(her, with defponding eyes. 
Though (afe, yet trembling in the harbour lies. 
Nor hoping to behold the fkies ferene. 
Wearies with vow# the monarch of the main. 



UPON THE HORRID PLOT 

DISCOVERED BY HARLEQ^UIN, 
The Biihop of Rochester's French Dog. 

In a Dialogue between a Whig and a To&Y. 1723. 

T ASK'D a Whig the other night. 

How came this wicked plot to light ? 
He anfwer'd, that a dog of late 
Infonn'd a minifter pf ftate. 

Said 



2S6 ^ SWIFT'S POEiWl?. 

Said I, from thence I nothing know j 
For are not all informers fo ? 
A villain who his friend betrays. 
We fiyle him by no other phrale ; 
And fo a perjur'd dog denotes 
Porter, and Pendergaft, and Oates, 
And forty others I could name. 

Whig. But you muft know, this dog was lame^ 

Tory. A weighty argument indeed ! 
Your evidence was lame : — proceed : 
Come, help your lame dog o'er the ftyle. 

Whig. Sir^ you miftak^ me all this while ? ^j 
I mean a dog (without a joke) jl 

Can howl, and bark, but never fpoke. ; 

Tory* I'm ftill to feek, which dog you mean> 
^Whether cur Plunkeit, or whelp Skean, 
An Englifh or an Irifh hound ; 
Or t'other puppy, that was drdwn'd ; 
Or Mafon, that abandon'd bitch: 
Then pray be free, and tell me which : 
For every ftander-by was marking 
That all the noife they made was barkings 
You pay them well, the dogs have got 
Their dogs-heads in a porridge pot : 
And 'twas but juft ; for wife men fay^ 
That every dog muft have his day. 
Dog Walpole laid a quart of nog on't^ 
He'd either make a hog or dog on't ; 
And look'd, fince he has got his w^fh, 
As if he had thrown down a difh. 
Yet this I dare foretel you from it. 
He'll foon return to his own vomit. 

Whig, 
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Whig. Befides, this horrid plot was found 
By Neynoe, after he was drown'd. 

Tory. Why then the pfoverb is not right. 
Since you can teach dead dogs to bite. 

Whig. I prov'd my propofition full : 
But Jacobites Hfe ftrangely dull. 
Now, let me tell you plainly, Sir, 
Our witnefs is a real cur, 
A dog of fpirit for his yearsj 
Has twice two legs, two hatiging ears; 
• His name is Harlequin, I wot, 
.^ ■ And that^s a name in every plot : 
Refolv'd to fave the Britifh nation. 
Though French by birth and education; 
His correfpondence plainly dated 
Was all decypher'd and tranflated : ' * 

His anfwers were exceeding pretty 
Before the fecret wife committee : 
Confeft as plain as he could bark : 
Then with his fore-foot fet his mark. 

Tory. Then all this while have I been bubbled, 
I thought it was a dog in doublet : 
The matter now no longer flicks ; 
For ftatefmen never want dog-tricks* 
But fince it was a real cur, 
And not a dog in metaphor, 
I give you joy of the report, 
That he's to have a place at court. 

Whig. Yes, and a place he will grow rich in ; 
A turn-fpit in the royal kitchen. 
Sir, to be plain, I tell you what, 
We had occafion for a plot : 

Vol. VIL S And, 
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And when we found the dog begin it. 
We guefsM the bifhop's foot was in it. 

Tory. I own it was a dangerous projedl j 
And you have prov'd it by dog-Iogick. 
Sure filch intelligence between 
A dog and bifliop ne'er was feen, 
Till you began to change the breed ; 
Your bifhops all are dogs indeed ! 



STELLA AT WOOD-PARK, 

A Houfe of Charles Ford, Efq; near Dublin. 1723 

. '* — Caicumque nocere volebat, 
*' Vcflimcnte dabat pretiofa.'* 

r\ON Carlos, in a merry fpite. 

Did Stella to his houfe invite : . .' 

He entertained her half a year 
With generous wines and coftly cheer. 
Don Carlos made her chief diredtor, 
That fhe might o'er the fervants hefton 
In half a week the dame grew nice. 
Got all things at the higheft price : 
Now at the table-head fhe fits, 
Prefented with the niceft bits : 
She lookM on partridges with fcorn. 
Except they tafted of the corn : 
A haunch of venifon made her fweat, 
Unlefs it had the nght/tinie/fe. 
Don Carlos earneftly would beg, 
Dear madam, try this pigeon's leg ; 

Wat 
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Was happy, when he could prevail 

To make her only touch a quail. 

Through candle-light fhe viewed the wine 

To fee that every glafs was fine. 

At laft, grown prouder than the devil 

With feeding high and treatment civil, 

Don Carlos now began to find 

His malice work as he defign*d. 

The winter-fky began to frown j 

Poor Stella mufl pack off to town : 

From purling ftreams and fountains bubbling, 
./'To Liffy's flinking tide at Dublin : 
From wholefome exercife and air. 
To foffing in an eafy chair : 
From flomach fharp, and hearty feeding, 
To piddle like a lady breeding : 
From ruling there the houfhold fingly. 
To be directed here by Dingley * : 
From every day a lordly banquet, 
To half a joint, and God be thanked : 
From every meal Pontack in plenty. 
To half a pint one day in twenty : 
From Ford attending at her call. 

To vifits of 

From Ford, who thinks of nothing mean, 
To the poor <k)ings of the Dean : 
From growing richer with good che«". 
To running-out by ftarving here. 

But now arrives the difmal day j 
She mufl return to Ormond Quay f . 

* The conftanc companion of Stella. 
t Where the two ladies lodged. 

S 2 ' The 
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The coachman ftopt ; fhe look'd, and fwortf 

The rafcal had miftook the door : 

At coming in, you faw her ftoop * 

The entry brufh'd againft her hoop s 

Each moment rifmg in her airs^ 

She curft the narrow winding ftairs 1 

Began a thoufand fauhs to fpy ; 

The ceiling hardly fix feet high ; 

The fmutty wainfcot full of cracks ; 

And half the chairs with broken backs ; 

Her quarter's out at Lady-day ; 

She vows fhe will no longer ftay .; 

In lodgings like a poor Grizette, 

While there are lodgings to be let. 

Howe'er, to keep her fpirits up. 
She fent for company to fup : 
When all the while you might remark, 
She ftrove in vain to ape Wood-park. 
Two bottles caird for (half her ftore 
The cupboard could contain but four) 
A fupper worthy of herfelf, 
Five nothings in five plates of delf - 

Thus for a week the farce went on j 
' When, all her country-favings gone. 
She fell into her former fcene,*" 
Small beer, a herring, and the Dean. 

Thus far in jeft : though now, I fear. 
You think my jefting too fevere j 
But poets, when a hint is new. 
Regard not whether falfe or true ; 
Yet raillery gives no offence, 
Where truth has not the leaft pretence J 

5 ^ Nof 
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Nor can be more fecurely plac'd 
Than on a nymph of Stella's tafte. 
I muft confefs, your wine and vittlfe 
I was too hard upon a little : 
Your table neat, your linen fine ; 
And though in miniature, you fliine : 
Yet, when you figh to leave Wood-park, 
The fcene, the welcome, and the fpark, 
To languifh in this odious town, 
And pull your haughty ftomach down j 
, We think you quite miftake the cafe. 
The virtue lies not in the place : 
For, though my raillery were true, 
A cottage is Wood-park with you. 



COPY OF THE BIRTH-DAY VERSES 
O N M R. F O R D. 

/^OME, be content, fihce put it muft. 

For Stella has betray'd her truft ; 
And, whifpering, charg'd me not to fay 
That Mr. Ford was bom to-day ; 
Or, if at laft I needs muft blab it, 
According to my ufual habit. 
She bid me, with a ferious face. 
Be fure conceal the time and place i 
And not my compliment to fpoU, 
By calling this your native foil j 
Or vex the ladies, when they knew 
'fhat you ar? turning forty'-two : 

S j But, 
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But, if thefe topicks fhall appear 
Strong arguments to keep you here, 
I think, though you judge hardly of it. 
Good-manners muft give place to profit. 

The nymphs, with whom you firft began^ 
Are each become a harridan ; 
Arid Montague fo far decayM, 
Her lovers now muft all be paid ; 
And every belle that fince arofe. 
Has her contemporary beaux. 
Your former comrades, once fo bright. 
With whom you toafted half the night, 
Of rheumatifm and pox complain. 
And bid adieu to dear champaign. 
Your great proteftors, once in power. 
Are now in exile or the Tower. 
Your foes triumphant o'er the laws, 
Who hate your perfon and your caufe. 
If once they get you on the fpot, 
You muft be guilty of the plot : 
For, true or falfe, they'll ne'er enquire. 
But ufe you ten times worfe than Prior. * 

In London ! what would you do there? 
Can you, my friend, with patience bear 
(Nay, would it not your paffion raife 
Worfe than a pun, or Irifh phrafe ?) 
To fee a fcoundrel ftrut and heftor, 
A foot-boy to fome rogue diredtor. 
To look on vice triumphant round. 
And virtue trampled on the ground? 
Obferve where bloody **:*** ftands 
*\Vith torturing engines in hie lianda, 

Hear 
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Hear him blafpheme, and fwear, 9n4 r»il^ 

Threatening the pillory and jail : 

If this you think a pleafing fcene, 

To London ftrait return again j 

Where, you have told us from experience^ 

Are fwarms of bugs and prefbyterians. 

I thought my very fpleen would burU, 
When Fortune hither drove me firft ; 
Was full as hard to pleafe as you, 
Nor perfons names nor places knew : 
But now I ad as other folk, 
Like prifoners when their jail is broke. 

If you have London ftill at heart. 
We'll make a fmall one here by art ; 
The difference is not much between 
St. Jameses Park and Stephen's Green : 
And Dawfon-ftreet will ferve as well 
To lead you thither as Pail-Mall. 
Nor want a paflage through the palace. 
To choque your fight, and raife your m^icc# 
The Deanry-houfe may well be match'd9 
Under corredipn with the Thatqh'd •*• 
Nor fhall I, when yo\i hither come. 
Demand a crown a quart for flum* 
Then, for a middle-aged charmer, 
Stella may vye with your Monthermer.j 
She's now as handfome every hit. 
And has a thouland times h^ wit. 
The Dean and Sheridan, I hope, 
Will half fupply a Gay and Pope, 

* A famous tavern in St. James's -fireet^ 

S 4 Corbet 
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Corbet *, though yet I know his worth not^ 
No doubt, will prove a good Arbuthnot, 
I throw into the bargain Tim j 
In London can you equal him ? 
What think you of my favourite clan, 
Robin f , and Jack, and Jack and Dan ; 
Fellows of modeft worth and parts, 
With cheerful looks and honeft hearts ? 

Can you on Dublin look with fcorn ?• 
Yet here were you and Ormond born. 

Oh ! were but you and I fo wife, 
To fee with Robert Grattan's eyes ! 
Robin adores that fpot of earth, 
That literal fpot which gave him birth ; 
And fwears, " Belcamp is, to his tafte, 
*' As fine as Hampton-court at leaft." 
When to your friends you would enhance 
The praife of Italy or France, 
For grandeur, elegance, and wit, 
We gladly hear you, and fubmit : 
But then, to come and keep a clutter^ 
For this or that fide of a gutter. 
To live in this or t'other ifle. 
We cannot think it worth your while j 
For, take it kindly or amifs. 
The difference but amounts to this. 
We bury on our fide the channel 
In linen ; and on your's in flannel. 

• Dr. Corbet, afterward* dean of St. Patrick's, 
I H- and J. Grattan, and J. and D. Jackfoi^t 



You 
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You for the news are ne'er to feek ; 
While we, perhaps, may wait a week : 
You happy folks are fure to meet 
An hundred whores in every ftreet ; 
While we may trace all Dublin o'er 
Before we find out half a fcore. 

You fee my arguments are ftrong, 
I wonder you held out fo long : 
But, fmce you are convinced at laft. 
We'll pardon you for what is paft. 
So — let us now for whift prepare ; 
l^lye-pence a corner, if you dare* 



JOAN CUDGELS NED. 1723. 

JOAN cudgels Ned, yet Ned's a bully ; 
Will cudgels Befs, yet Will's a cully. 
Die Ned and Befs ; give Will to Joan, 
Sl>e dares not fay her life's her own. 
Die Joan and Will ; give Befs to Ned, 
And every day fhe combs his head. 



A Q^U IBBLING ELEGY, 
ON JUDGE BOAT. 1723. 

'T^O mournful ditties, Clio, change thy note. 
Since cruel fate has funk our juftice Boat. 
Why fhould he fink, where nothing feem'd to prefs. 
His lading little, and his ballaft lefs ? 

Toft 
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Toft in the waves of this tempeftuous world, 
At length, his anchor llxt and canvas furl'd. 
To Lazy-hill * retiring from his court, 
At his Ring's-end f he founders in the port. 
With water J fill'd, he could no longer float. 
The common death of many a ftronger boat. 

A poft fo fiird on nature's laws entrenches : 
Benches on boats are plac'd, not boats on benches. 
And yet our Boat (how fhall I reconcile it ?) 
Was both a Boat, and in one fenfe a pilot. 
With every wind he faifd, and well could tack : 
Had many pendents, but abhorr'd a Jack §. \ 
He's gone, although his friends began to hope, "^ 
That he might yet be lifted by a rope. 

Behold the awful bench, on which he fat ! 
He was as hard and ponderous wood as that : 
Yet, when his fand was out, we find at laft. 
That death has overfet him with a Waft, 
Our Boat is now failed to the Stygian ferry, 
There to fupply old Charon's leaky wherry : 
Charon in him will ferry fouls to hell ; 
A trade our Boat || has praftis'd here fo well : 
And Cerberus has ready in his paws 
Both pitch and brimftone, to fill up his flaws. 
Yet, fpite of death and fate, I here maintain 
We may place Boat in his old poft again. 
The way is thus ; and well deferves your thanks : 

Take the three ftrongeft of his broken planks, 

> 

* A (beet in Dublin leading to the liarboar. 

f A village near the fea. 

} It was faid he died of a dropfy. 

§ A cant word for a Jacobite. 

U Ia condemning malefactors^ as a judge. 

Fix . 
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Fix them on high, confpicuous to be feen, 
FormM like the triple-tree near Stephen*s green * ; 
And, when we view it thus with thief at end on 't. 
We'll cry; look, here's our Boat, and there^s the pen- 
dant. 

THE EPITAPH. 

HERE lies judge Boat within a coffin; 
Pray, gentlfe-folks, forbear your feofEng. 
A Boat a judge ! yes j where's the blunder ? 
A wooden judge is no fuch wonder. 
And in his robes, you muft agree. 
No boat was better deckt than he. 
'Tis needlefe to defcribe him fuller ; 
In fhort, he was an able fcuUer. 



PETHOXf THE GREAT. 1723. 

T^ROM Venus bom, thy beauty fhows; 

But who thy father, no man knows : 
Nor can the Ikilful herald trace 
The founder of thy ancient race ; 
Whether thy temper, full of fire, 
Difcovers Vulcan for thy fire. 
The god who made Scamander boil, 
^nd round his margin fing'd the foil ; 

• Where the Dublin gallows ftands. 
t This Dame is plainly an anagram. 

From 
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(From whence, philofo'phers agree. 

An equal power defcends to thee) 

Whether from dreadful Mars you claim 

The high defcent from whence you came, 

And, as a proof, fhew numerous fears 

By fierce encounters made in wars, 

Thofe honourable wounds you bore 

From head to foot, and all before. 

And ftill the bloody field frequent, 

Familiar in each leader's tqntj 

Or whether, as the learnM contend. 

You from the neighbouring Gaul defcend; 

Or from Parthenope the proud. 

Where numberlefs thy votaries crowd ; 

Whether tjiy great forefathers came 

From realms that bear Vefpufio's name. 

For fo conjedurers would obtrude 

And from thy painted fkin conclude j 

Whether, as Epicurus fhows, * ^ 

The world from juftling feeds arofe. 

Which, mingling with prolific ftrifq 

In chaos, kindled into life : * 

So your produftion was the fame. 

And from contending atoms came. 

Thy fair indulgent mother crown'd 
Thy head with fparkling rubies round : 
Beneath thy decent fteps the road 
Is all with precious jewels ftrow'd. 
The bird of Pallas knows his poft. 
Thee to attend, where'er thou goeft. 

Byzantians boaft^ that on the clod 
Where once their Sultan's horfe hath trod, 

Grow« 
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Grows neither grafs, nor flirub, nor tree i 
The fame thy fubjedls boaft of thee. 

The greateft lord, when you appear, 
Will deign your livery to wear. 
In all the various colours feen 
Of red and yellow, blue and green. 

With half a word, when you require. 
The man of bufmefs muft retire. 

The haughty minifter of ftate. 
With trembling muft thy leifure wait j 
And, while his fate is in thy hands, 
The bufinefs of the nation ftands* 

Thou dar'ft the greateft prince attack, 
Canft hourly fet him on the i^ck ; 
And, as an inftance of thy power, 
Inclofe him in a wooden tower. 
With pungent pains on every fide : i 

So Regulus in torments dy'd. 

From, thee our youth all virtues learn, 
Dangers with prudence to difcern ; 
And well thy fcholars are endued 
With temperance, and with fortitude ; 
With patience, which all ills fupports j 
And fecrefy, the art of courts. 

The glittering beau could hardly tell. 
Without your aid, to read or fpell ; 
But, having long conversed with you, 
Knows how to write a billet-doux. 

With what delight, methinks, I trace 
Your blood in every noble race ! 
In whom thy features, fhape, and mien, 
Are to the life diftindly feen ! 

The 
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The Britons, once a favage kind, 
By you were brighten'd and refin'd, 
Defcendants to the barbarous Huns, 
With limbs robuft, and voice that ftuns : 
But you have moulded them afrefli, 
RemovM the tough fuperfluous flefh, 
Taught them to modulate their tongues. 
And fpeak without the help of lungs. 
Proteus on you beftow'd the boon 
To change your vifage like the moon ; 
You fometimes half a face produce. 
Keep t' other half for private ufe. 

How fam'd thy condudl in the fight 
With Hermes, fon of Pleias bright ! 
Out-number'd, half encompafs'd round. 
You ftrove for every inch of ground ; 
, Then, by a foldierly retreat, 
Retir'd to your imperial feat. 
The vidor, when your fteps he tracM, 
Found all the realms before him wafte : 
You, o*er the high triumplhal arch 
Pontific, made your glorious march j 
The wondrous arch behind you fell. 
And left a chafm profound as hell : 
You, in your capitol fecur'd, 
A Iiege as long as Troy endur'd. 



^'^ 
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MARY THE COOK-MAID'S 
LETTER TO DR. SHERIDAN. 1723. 

TT7ELL, if ever I faw fuch another man fince 
^ ^ my mother bound my head ! 
You a gentleman ! marry come up ! I wonder where 

you were bred. 
I'm fure fuch words do not become a man of your 

cloth ; 
I would not give fuch language to a dog, faith and 

. troth. 
Yes, you call'd my mafter a knave : fie, Mr. She- 
ridan ! 'tis a fhame 
For a parfon, who fhould know better things, to 

come out with fuch a name. 
Knave in your teeth, Mr. Sheridan ! 'tis both a 

fhame and a fm j 
And the Dean my mafter is anhonefter man than 

you and all your kin : 
H-6 has more goodnefs in his little finger than you 

have in your whole body : 
My 0rafter is a parfonable man, and not a fpindle- 

fhank'd hoddy-doddy. 
And now, whereby I find you would fain make an 

excufe, 
Becaufe my mafter one day^ in anger, call'd you 

goofe : 
Which, and I am fure I have been his ferv^ant four 

years fince Odober, 

And he never call'd me worfc than fweet-heart, 

drank or fober : i 

2 Not 
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Not that I know his reverence was ever concemM . 

to my knowledge, 
Tholigh you and your come-rogues keep him out 

fo late in your college. 
You fay you will eat grafs on his grave : a chriftian 

eat grafs ! 
Whereby you now confefs yourfelf to be a gbofe or 

an afs : 
But that's as much as to fay, that my mailer fhould": 

die before ye j • 15 

Well, well, that's as Godpleafesj and I don't be- * 

lieve that's a true ftory: 
And fo fay I told you fo, and you may go tell my , 

mailer ; what care I ^ ' - fS 

And I don't care who knows it ; tis all one to Mary. 
Every body knows that I love to tell truth, and fhame 

the devil ; 
I am but a poor fervant j but I think gentlefolks 

fliould be civiL 
Befides, you found fault with our vi(fluals one day 

that you was here ;• i 

I remember it was on a Tuefday of all days in tlie 

yean 
And Saunders the man fays you are always jefting - 

and mocking: 
Mary, faid he, (one day as I was mending my 

mailer's Hocking;) 
My mailer is fo fond of that miniller that keeps the 

fchool — 
I thought my mailer a wife quid, but that man makes 

him a fooL 

Saunders, 
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Saunders, faid I, I woiild rather than a quart of ale 
He would come into our kitchen, and I would pin 

a difh-clout to his tail. 
And now I muft go, and get Saunders to dire£l this 

letter j 
For I write but a fad fcrawl; but my fifter Margct, 

Ihe writes better. 
Well, but I muft run and make the bed, before my 

matter comes from prayers ; 
And fee now, it ftrikes ten, and I hear him coming 

up flairs ; 
Whereof I could fay more to your verfes, if I could 
. _/ ■ write written hand : 
And fo I remain, in a civil way, your fervant to 

command, 

MARY. 



A NEW-YEAR'S-GIFT 
FOR B EC*. 1723-4- 

'O ETURNING Janus now prepares, 

For Bee, a new fupply of cares. 
Sent in a bag to Dodor Swift, 
Who thus difplays the New-year's gift. 

Firft, this large parcel brings you tidings 
Of our good Dean's eternal chidings ; 
Of Nelly's pertnefs, Robin's Icafmgs, 
And Sheridan's perpetual teazings. 
This box is cramm'd on every fide 
With Stella's magifterial pride. 

* Mrs. Dingley, Stella's friend and companion. 

Vol. VII. T Bc'.icU 
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Behold a cage with fparrows fillM, 

Firft to be fondled, then be killM. 

Now to this hamper I invite you. 

With fix imagined cares to fright you. 

Here in this bundle Janus fends 

Concerns by thoufands for your friends : 

And here's a pair of leathern pokes, 

To hold your cares for other folks. 

Here from this barrel you may broach 

A peck of troubles for a coach. 

This ball of wax your ears will darken. 

Still to be curious, never hearken. 

Left you the town may have lefs trouble in, ' 

Bring all your Quilca's * cares to DHblin, ; ; 3 

For which he fends this empty fack ; -" * 

And fo take all upon your back. 



DINGLEY.AND'BRENTf. 
A .S Q..N G. ^ 

To the tune of, ** Ye Commons and Pe^rt." 

pjINGLEY and Brent, 
Wherever they went, 
Ne'er minded a word that was Ijpoken j 

Whatever was faid, 

They ne'er troubled their head^ 
But laugVd at their own filly jokin^^ 

* Country-houreofDr. Sheridaiir 
f Dr. Swift's honfe-keeper. 

Shoul 
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iShouId Solomon wife 

In majefty rife, 
And fliew them his wit and his learning ; 

They never would hear, 

But turn the deaf ear. 
As a matter they had no concern in. 

You tell a good jeft. 

And plcafe all the reft j 
Comes Dingley, and aflcs you, what was it ? 

And, curious to know, 

Away (he will go 
To feek an old rag in the clofet. 



TO STELLA. 1723-4. 

Written on thq Day of her Birth, but not on the 
SuBjicTj/«{l||pj} I was Sick in Bed. 

V * ■ ■ 

^ORMENTElf with ifeceflant pains, 

Can I devife poetic ftrains ? 
Time was, when I could yearly pay 
My verfe on Stella's native day : 
But now, unable grown to write, 
I grieve fhe ever faw the light. 
Ungrateful ! fmce to her I owe 
That I thefc pains can undergo. 
She tends me like an humble flave ; 
And, when indecently I rave, 
When out my brutifh paffions break. 
With gall in every word I fpeak, 

T 2', She, 
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She, with foft fpeech, my anguifh cheers. 
Or melts my paffions down with tears : 
Although 'tis eafy to defcry 
She wants afliftance more than I ; 
Yet fecms to feel my pains alone. 
And is a Stoic in her own. 
When, among fcholars, can we find 
So foft, and yet fo firm a mind? 
All accidents of life confpire 
To raife up Stella's virtue higher ; 
Or elfe to introduce the reft ^ 
Which had been latent in her breaft. 
Her firmnefs who could e'er have known. 
Had fhe not evils of her own ? 
Her kindnefs who could ever guefe. 
Had not her friends beeu in diftrefs ? 
Whatever bafe returns you find 
From me, dear Stella, ftill be kind. 
In your own heart you'll reap the fiiiit, 
. Though I continue ftill a brute. 
But, Vvhen I once am out of pain, 
I promife to be good again : 
Meantime, your other jufter friends 
Shall for my follies make amends : 
So may we long continue thus. 
Admiring you, you pitying us. 




• - c: 



Ol 



[ ^n ] 

ON DREAMS. 
AN IMITATION OFPETRONIUS. 

** Somnia quas mentes ludunt volitantibus umbris," &c. 

^T^HOSE dreams, that on the filent night intrude, 
And with falfe flitting (hades our minds delude, 
Jove never fends us downward from the fkies ; 
Nor can they from infernal manfions rife ; 
But are all mere produdlions of the brain. 
And fools confult interpreters in vain. 

'^ ^j?tbr> when, in bed we -reft pur weary limbs. 
The mind unburdenM fports in various whims ; 
The bufy head with mimic art runs o'er 
The fcenes and adions of the day before. 

The drowfy tyrant, by his minions led. 
To regal rage devotes fome patriot's head* 
With equai terrors, not with equal guilt. 
The murderer dreams of all the blood he fpilt. 

The foldier fmiling hears the widow's cries, 
And ftabs the fon before the mother's eyes. 
With like remorfe his brother of the trade. 
The butcher, fells the lamb beneath his blade. 

The ftatefman rakes the town to find a plot. 
And dreams of forfeitures by treafon got. 
Nor lefs Tom-t — d-man, of true ftatefman mold, 
CpUedls the city fihh in fearch of gold. 

T 3 Orphan! 
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Orphans around his bed the lawyer fees, 
And takes the plaintiff's and defendant's fees. 
His fellow pick-purfe, watching for a job, 
Fancies his finger's in the cully's fob. 

The kind phyfician grants the hufband's prayers, 
Or gives relief to long-expe£ting heirs. 
The fleeping hangman ties the fatal noofe. 
Nor unfuccefsful waits for dead men's Ihoes. 

The grave divine, with knotty points perplcxt^ 
As if he was awake, nods o'er his text : 
While the fly mountebank attends his trade, 
Harangues the rabble, and is better paid. 

The hireling fenator of piodern days 
Bedaubs the guilty great with naufeous pcaif^ : 
And Dick the fcavenger with equal grace . 
Flirts from his cart the mud in *****'8 face. 



WHITSHED'S* MOTTO ON HIS 
COACH. 1724. 

J IBER TAS et natalc folum : 

Fine words ! I wonder where you ftole Vm* 
Could nothing but thy chief reproach 
Serve for a motto on thy coach ? 
But let me now the words tranflate : 
Natale foluniy my eftate; 
My dear eftate, how well I love it ! 
My tenants, if you doubt, will prove it. 

♦ The chief jufticc who profecuted the Drapie:r« 
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They fwear I am fo kind and good, 
I hug them, till 1 fqueeze their blood, 

Libertas bears a large import : 
Firft, how to fwagger in a court ; 
And, fecondljr, to fliew iny fury 
Againft an uncomplying jury ; 
And, thirdly, 'tis a new invention. 
To favour Wood, and keep my penfion ; 
And, fourthly, 'tis to play an odd trick, 
Get the great feal, and turn out Broderick ; 
And, fifthly, (you know whom I mean) 
To humble that vexatious Dean ; 
And, fi3^thly, for my foul, to barter it 
jiBor fifty times its w6rth to Carteret ^, 

Nqw, lince your niotto thus you conftrue, 
I iAiift confefs you've Ijpokeri once true. 
JJbertas et natale folum ; ' 

You had good reiafon, when you dole 'em. 



Sent by Dr. D E L A N Y to Dr. S W I F T, 

In order to be admitted to fpeak to him, 
when he was Deaf, 1724. 

TTVEAR fir, I think, 'tis doubly hard. 

Your ears and doors fhould both be barr'd. 
Can any thing be more unkind ? 
Muft I not fee, 'caufe you are blind ? 
Methinks a friend at night fliould cheer you, 
A friend that loves to fee and hear you. 

• jA)rd Lieutenant of Ireland. 

T4 Why 
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Why am 1 robb'd of that delight. 
When you can be no lofcr by*t ? 
Nay, when. 'tis plain (for what is plainer ?) 
That, if you heard, you'd be no gainer J 
For furc you are not yet to learn. 
That hearing is not your concern. 
Then be your doors no longer barr'd : 
Your bufniefs, fir, is to be heard, 

THE ANSWER, 

^T^HE wife pretend to make it clear, 

'Tis no great lofs to lofe an car. 
Why are we then fo fond of two. 
When by experience one would do ? 

'Tis true, fay they, cut off the head. 
And there's an end ; the man is dead ; 
Becaufe, among all human race. 
None e'er was known to have a brace : 
But confidently they maintain. 
That where we find the members twain. 
The lofs of one is no fuch trouble, 
Since t'other will in ftrength be double. 
The limb fiirviving, you may fwear. 
Becomes his brother's lawful heir : 
Thus, for a trial, let me . beg of 
Your reverence but to cut one leg off, 
And you fhall find, by this device 
The other will be ftronger twice ; 
For every day you fhall be gaining 
New vigour to the leg remaining. 
Sc, when an eye has loft its brother, 
You fee the better with the other. 



Cut 
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Cut off your hand, and you may do 
With t'other hand the work of two : 
Becaufe the foul her power contracts. 
And on the brother limb re-a6ts. 

But yet the point is not fo clear ia 
Another cafe, the fenfe of hearing : 
For, though the place of either ear 
Be diftant, as one head can bear ; 
Yet Galen moft acutdy fbews you, 
(Confult his book de partium ufu) 
That from each ear, as he obferves. 
There creep two auditory nerves, 
Not to be feen without a glafs, 
Which near the os pctrofum pafs ; 
Thence to the neck ; and moving thorow there 
One goes to this, and one to t'other ear ; 
Which made my grand-dame always fluff her ears. 
Both right and left, as fellow-fufferers. 
You fee my learning ; but, to fhorten it. 
When my left ear was deaf a fortnight, 
To t'other ear I felt it coming on : 
And thus I folve this hard phaenomenon. 

'Tis true, a glafs will bring fupplies 
To weak, or old, or clouded eyes: 
Your arms, though both your eyes were loft, 
Would guard your nofe againft a poft : 
Without your legs, two legs of wood 
Are ftronger and almoft as good : 
And as for hands, there have been thofe 
Who, wanting both, have us'd their toes *. 

• T^crc have been inflanccs of a ihan*s writing with his foot. 

But 
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But no cdntrivance yet Appears 
To furnifh Artificial ears. 



A QUIET LIFE AND A GOOD NAME, 

To a Friend who married a Shr£w. 1724, 

'^ELL fcolded in fo loud a din, 

-*^^ That Will durft hardly venture in : 

He markt the conjugal difpute ; 

Nell roar'd inceflant, Dick fat mute; 

But, when he faw his friend appear, 

CryM bravely. Patience, good my dear ! } 

At fight of Will, fhe bawl'd no more. 

But hurry'd out, and clapt the door. 

Why Dick ! the devifs in thy Nell, 
(Quoth Will) thy houfe is worfe than hell ; 
Why what a peal the jade has rung ! 
D — n her, why don't you flit her tongue ? 
For nothing elfc will make it ceafe. 
Dear Will, I fufFer this for peace ; 
I never quarrel with my wife ; 
I bear it for a quiet life. 
Scripture, you know, e:^horts us to it j 
Bids us to feek peace, and enfue it, 

Will went again to vifit Dick ; 
And entering in the very nick. 
He faw virago Nell belabour. 
With Dick*s own ftaff, his peaceful neighbour : 
Poor Will, who needs muft interpofe, 
Received a brace or two of Wpws, 

But 
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But now, to make my ftory fliort. 

Will drew out Dick to take a quartt 

Why, Dick, thy wife has devilifh whims ; 

Ods-buds ! why don't you break her limbs ? 

If fhe were mine, and had fuch tricks, 

I'd teach her how to handle flicks : 

2— ds! I would fhip her to Jamaica, 

Or truck the carrion for tobacco : 

Td fend her far enough away — 

Dear Will ; but what would people fay ? 

Lord ! I fhould get fo ill a name. 

The neighbours round would -cry out fhame. 
Dick fuffer'd for his peace and credit ; 

But who believ'd him, when he faid it ? 

Can4ie, who makes himfelf a flavc, 

Confult his peace, or credit fave ? 

Dick found it by his ill fuccefs. 

His quiet fmall, his credit lefs. 

She ferv'd him at the ufual rate ; 

She ftunn'd, and then fhe broke, his pate i 

And, what he thought the hardeft cafe. 

The parifh jeer'd him to his face ; 

Thofe men, who wore the breeches leaft, 

Call him a cuckold, fool, and beaft. 

At home he was purfued with noife ; 

Abroad was pefter'd ^y the boys : 

Within, his wife would break his bones ; 

Without, they pelted him with ftones j 

The 'prentices procur'd a riding *, 

To adt his patience, and her chiding* 

^ A well-known humorous carftlcadCj ia ridicale of t fcolding 
jffik and hen-pecked hulbaad* 

f alfe 
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Falfe patience and miftaken pride ! 
There are ten thoufand Dicks befide ; 
Slaves to their quiet and good name. 
Are us'd like Dick, and bear the blame. 



THE BIRTH OF MANLY VIRTUE. 

Infcribed to Lord Carteret, 1724. 
** Gratior & pulchro veniens in corpore Virtus." Viro. 

I^NGE on a time, a righteous Sage, 
^^^ Griev'd at the vices of the age. 
Applied to Jove with fervent prayer : 

" O Jove, if Virtue be fo fair 
" As it was deem'd in former days, 
" By Plato and by Socrates, 
•' Whofe beauties mortal eyes efcape, 
*' Only for want of outward fhape j 
" Make then its real excellence, 
" For once, the theme of human fenft ; 
** So fhall the eye, by form confin'd, 
** Direct and fix the wandering mind ; 
*' And long-deluded mortals fee, 
*^ With rapture, what they us'd to flee !" 

Jove grants the prayer, gives Virtue birth^ 
And bids him blefs and mend the earth. 
Behold him blooming frelh and fair, 
Now made~-ye gods— .-a fon and heir ; 
An heir : and, ftranger yet to hear. 
An heir, an orphan of a peer ; 
But prodigies are wrought, to prove 
Nothing impoffible to Jove. 

Virtue 
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Virtue was for this fex defignM, 
In mild reproof to woman-kind ; 
In manly form to let them fee, 
The lovelinefs of modefty. 
The thoufand decencies that fhone 
"With leflenM luftre in their own ; 
Which few had learn'd enough to prize. 
And fome thought modifli to defpife. 

To make his merit more difcern'd, 
He goes to fchool — he reads — is learn'd ; 
Rais'd high, above his birth, by knowledge. 
He ftiines diftinguifti'd in a college; 
Refolv'd nor honour, nor eftate, 
Himfelf alone fhould make him great* 
Here foon for every art renown'd. 
His influence is diflfus'd around ; 
Th' inferior youth, to learning led, 
Lefs to be fam'd than to be fed. 
Behold the glory he has won. 
And blufli to fee themfelves outdone ; 
And now, inflam'd with rival rage. 
In fcientific ftrife engage, 
Engage ; and, in the glorious ftrife. 
The arts new-kindle into life.. 

Here would our Hero ever dwell, 
Fix'd in a lonely learned cell ; 
Contented to be truly great. 
In Virtue's bcft belovM retreat ; 
Contented he — ^but Fate ordains. 
He now ftiall fhine in nobler fcenes, 
RaisM high, like fome celelHal fire. 
To fhine the more, ftill rifing higher ; 

2 Completely 
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Completely form'd in every part. 
To win the foul, and glad the heart. 
The powerful voice, the graceful mien. 
Lovely alike, or heard, or feen ; 
The outward form and inward vie. 
His foul bright beaming from his eye, 
Ennobling every ad and air, 
With juft, and generous, and fmcerci 

Accomplifh'd thus, his next refort 
Is to the council and the court. 
Where Virtue is in leaft repute, 
And Intereft the one purfuit ; 
Where right and wrong are bought and fol c!| 
Bartered for beauty, and for gold ; 
Here Manly Virtue, even here, 1 

Pleas'd in the perfon of a peer, rj^ 

A peer ; a fcarcely-bearded youth, 
Who tsJk'd of juftice and of truth j 
Of innocence the furcft guard. 
Tales here forgot, or yet unheard ; 
That he alone deferv'd efteem. 
Who was the man he wifti'd to fecni ^ 
Caird it unmanly and unwife. 
To lurk behind a mean difguiic ; 
(Give fraudful Vice the malk and fcreen, 
*Tis Virtue's intereft to be feen 5) 
Caird want of fhame a want of fcnfc, 
And found, in blufhes, eloquence. 

Thus, adling what he taught fo well. 
He drew dumb Merit from her cell. 
Led with amazing art along 
The bafhful dame, and loos'd her tongue ; 

And, 
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And, while Ue made her value known. 
Yet more difplayM and raisM hi? own. 

Thus young, thus proof to ^ temptadons. 
He rifes to the hi^heft ftatibns ; 
For where high honour is the prize. 
True Virtue has 4 right to rife : 
Let courtly flaves low bend the knee 
To Wealth and Vice in high degree : 
Exalted Worth difdains to owe 
Its grandeur to its greateft foe. 
^ Now raisM on high, fee Virtue fliows 
The godlike ends fox which he yofe ; 
For him, let proud Ambition know 
The height of glory here below. 
Grandeur, by goodnefs made complete ! 
To blefs, is truly to be great ! 
He taught how men to honour rife. 
Like gilded vapours to the fkies^ 
Which, howfoever they 4ifplay 
Their glory from the god of day. 
Their nobleft ufe is to abate 
His dangerous excefs of hezXj 
To (hield the infant fruits and flowers. 
And blefs the earth with genial fhowers. 

Now change the fcene j a n^ler care 
Demands him in a higher fphere * : 
Dilfarefs of nations calls him hence, 
Permitted fo by Providence ; 

* Lord Carteret had the honour of mediating peace for Sweden 
with Denmark and with the Czar. 

^ For 
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For models, made to mend our kind. 

To no one clime fhould be confin d ; 

And Manly Virtue, like the fun. 

His courfe of glorious toils Ihould run ; 

Alike difFufmg in his flight 

Congenial joy, and life, and light. 

Pale Envy fickens. Error flies. 

And Difcord in his prefence dies; 

Oppreflion hides with guilty dread. 

And Merit rears her drooping head ; 

The arts revive, the vallies (ing. 

And winter foftens into fpring: 

The wondering world, where'er he moves, 

"With new delight looks up and loves ; 

One fex confenting to admire. 

Nor lefs the other to defire ; 

While he, though feated on a throne, 

Confines his love to one alone ; 

The refl: condemned, - with rival voice 

Repining, do applaud his choice. 

Fame now reports, the Wefl.ern Ifle 
Is made his manfion for a while, 
Whofe anxious natives, night and day^ 
(Happy beneath his righteous fway) 
Weary the gods with ceafelefs prayer. 
To blefs him, and to keep him there ; 
And claim it as a debt from fate. 
Too lately found, to lofe him late. 



VERSES. 
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VERSES on the UPRIGHT JTT£)GE, 
who condemned the DRAPIER'S PRINTER, 

np.HE church I hate, and have good reafon ; 
For there my grandfire cut his weazand ; 
He cut his weazand at the altar ; 
I keep my gullet for the halter. 

ONTHESAME. 

TN church your grandfire cut his throat: 
To do the job, too long he tarry'd; 
He fhould have had my hearty vote. 
To cut his throat before he marry'd. 

ONTHESAME, 
. ( The Judge fpeaks. ) 

T'M not the grandfon of that afs * Quin ; 
^ Nor can you prove it, Mr. Pafquin. 
My grand-dame had gallants by twenties. 
And bore my mother by a 'prentice. 
This when my grandfire knew, they tell us he 
In Chrift-church cut his throat for jealoufy. 
And, fince the alderman was mad you fay, 
Then I muft be fo too, ex traduce. 

• An Alderman. 
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RIDDLES. 

BY DR. SWIFT AND HIS FRIENDS, 

Written in or about the Year 1724. 

I. 

TN youth exalted high in air. 

Or bathing in the waters fair^ 
Nature to form me took delight, 
And clad my body all in white. 
My perfon tall, and flender waift. 
On either fide with fringes grac'd ; 
Till me that tyrant man efpy'd, 
And draggM me from my mother's fide : . ' 
No wonder now I look fo thin ; 
The tyrant ftript me to the Ikin; 
My fkin he flay'd, my hair he cropt ; 
At head and foot my body lopt : 
And then, with heart more hard than ftonc. 
He pick'd my marrow from the bone. 
To vex me more, he took a freak 
To flit my tongue, and make me fpeak t 
But, that which wonderfiil appears, 
I fpeak to eyes, and not to ears. 
He oft' employs me in difguife. 
And makes me tell a thoufand lies : 
To me he chiefly gives in truft 
To pleafe his malice or his lufl:. 

FroB 



RIDDLES. 2gi 

From me no fecret he can hide j 
I fee his vanity and pride : 
And my delight is to expofe 
His follies to his greateil foes. 

All languages I can command, 
Yet not a word I underftand. 
Without my aid, the beft divine 
In learning would not know a line : 
The lawyer muft forget his pleading ; 
The fcholar could not /hew his reading. 

Nay ; man my mafter is my flave ; 
I give command to kill or fave. 
Can grant ten thoufand pounds a year, 
And make a beggar^s brat a peer. 

But, while I thus my life relate, 
I only haften on my fate. 
My tongue is black, my mouth is furr'd, 
I hardly now can force a word. 
I die unpitied and forgot. 
And on fome dunghill left to rot. 



II. 



A> 



LL-ruling tyrant of the earth, 
To vileft flaves I owe my birth. 
How is the greateft monarch bleft. 
When in my gawdy livery dreft ! 
No haughty nymph has power to run 
From me ; or my embraces fhun. 
Stabb'd to the heart, condemned to flame. 
My conftancy is ftill the fame. 

U ? The 
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The favourite meflenger of Jove, 
And Lemnian God, confulting drove 
To make me glorious to the fight 
Of mortals, and the Gods delight. 
Soon would their altars' flame expire. 
If I refusM to lend them fire. 



III. 

T> Y fate exalted high in place, 

Lo, here I Hand with double face 
Superior none on earth I find ; 
But fee below me all mankind. 
Yet, as it oft' attends the great, 
I almoft fink with my own weight. 
At every motion undertook. 
The vulgar all confult my look. 
I fometimes give advice in writing. 
But. never of my own inditing. 

I am a courtier in my way ; 
For thofe who rais'd me, I betray j 
And fome give out, that I entice 
To luft, and luxury, and dice ; 
AVlio punifhments on me inflidt, 
Becaufe they find their pockets pickt. 

By riding poll, I lofe my health ; 
And only to get others wealth. 



RIDDLES. 293 



IV. 

T5ECAUSE I am by nature blind, 
I wifely choofe to walk behind j 
However, to avoid difgrace, 
I let no creature fee my face. 
My words are few, but fpokc with fenfe ; 
And yet my fpeaking gives offence : 
Or, if to whifper I prelbme. 
The company will fly the room. 
By all the world I am oppreft ; 
And my oppreffion gives them reft. 

Through me, though fore againft my will, 
Inftrudtors every art inftil. 
By thoufands I am fold and bought, 
Who neither get nor lofe a groat ; 
For none, alas ! by me can gain. 
But thofe who give me greateft pain. 
Shall man prefume to be my mafter, 
Who's but my caterer and tafter ? 
Yet, though I always have my w^ll, 
Vm but a meer depender ftill : 
An humble hanger-on at beft ; 
Of whom all people make a jeft. 

In me detradors feek to find 
Two vices of a different kind : 
I 'm too profufc, fome cenfurers cry. 
And all I get, I let it fly : 
While others give me many a curfe, 
Becaufe too clofe I hold my purfe. 

y 3 But 
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But this I know, in either cafe 

They dare not charge me to my face. 

'Tis true, indeed, fometimes I fave. 

Sometimes run out of all 1 have ; 

But, when the year is at an end. 

Computing what I get and fpend. 

My goings-out, and comings-in, 

I cannot find I lofe or win j 

And therefore all that know me fay^ 

I juftly keep the middle way. 

I'm always by my betters led j 

I laft get up, and firft a-bed ; 

Though, if I rife before my time,, 

The learn'd in fciences fublime 

Confult the ftars, and thence foretel j 

Good luck to thofe with whom I dwells 



V. 

'TpHE joy of man, the pride of brutes^ 

Domeftic fubjedt for difputes. 
Of plenty thou the emblem fair, 
Adorn'd by nymphs with all their care ! 
I faw thee rais'd to high renown. 
Supporting half the Britilh crown ; 
And often have I feen thee grace 
The chafte Diana's infant face ; 
And whenfoe'er you pleafe to fhinc, 
Lefs ufeful is her light than thine : 
Thy numerous fingers know their way. 
And oft' in Caslia's trefles play. 

To place thee in another view, 
rU (hew the world ftrange things and true; 

What 
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What lords and dames of high degree 
May juftly claim their birth from thee. 
The foul of man with fpleen you vex; 
Of fpleen you cure the female fex^ 
Thee for a gift the courtier fends 
With pleafure to his fpecial friends : 
He gives, and with a generous pride. 
Contrives all means the gift to hide ; 
Nor oft' can the receiver know. 
Whether he has the gift or no. 
On airy wings you take your flight, 
And fly unfe^n both day and night ; 
Conceal your form with various tricks ; 
And few know how or where you fix : 
Yet fome, who ne'er beftow'd thee, boaft 
That they to others give thee mpfl. 
Mean time, the wife a queftion fl:art^ 
If thou a real being art ; 
Dr but a creature of the brain. 
That gives imaginary pain ? 
But the fly giver better knows thee ; 
Who feels true joys when he beftows thec^ 



VL 

npHOUGHI, alas! a prifbner be, 
My trade is prifoners to fet free. 
No flave his 'lord's commands obeys 
With fuch infmuating ways. 
My genius piercing, fharp, and bright, 
"Wherein the men of wit delight. 

V 4 Tho 
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The clergy keep me for their eafe, 
And turn and wind me as they pleafe. 
A new and wondrous art I fliow 
Of raifmg fpirits from below ; 
In fcarlet fome, and fome in white ; 
They rife, walk round, 'yet never fright. 
In at each mouth the fpirits pafs, 
Diftindlly fcen as through a glafs : 
O'er head and body make a rout. 
And drive at laft all fecretis out : 
And ftill, the more I ihow my art. 
The more they open every heart, 

A greater chemift none than I, 
Who, from materials hard and dry, 'i 

Have taught men to extradt with fkill A 

More precious juice than from a ftilL 

Although Vm often out of cafe, 
I'm not aftiam'd to (how my face. 
Though at the tables of the great 
I near the fide-board take my feat ; 
Yet the plain Yquire, when dinner's done. 
Is never pleas'd till I make one : 
He kindly bids me near him ftand ; 
And often takes me by the hand. 

I twice a day a hunting go ; 
Nor ever fail to feize my foe ; 
And when I have him by the pole, 
I drag him upwards from his hole ; 
Though fome are * of fo ftubborn kind, 
Tm forc'd to leave a limb behind. 

I hourly wait fome fatal end ; 
For I can break, but fcorn to bend. 

VII. The 
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VII. 
Tlfc GuLPH of all Human Possessions. 

/^OME hither, and behold the fruits. 
Vain man ! of all thy vain purfuits. 
Take wife advice, and look behind. 
Bring all pa(l adions to thy mind. 
Here you may fee, as in a glafs. 
How foon all human pleafures pafs. 
How will it mortify thy pride, 
To turn the true impartial fide ! 
How will your eyes contain their tears. 
When all the fad reverfe appears ! 

This cave within its womb confines 
The laft refult of all defigns : 
Here lie depofited the fpoils 
Of bufy mortals' endlefs toils : 
Here, with an eafy fearch, we find 
The foul corruptions of mankind. 
The wretched purchafe here behold 
Of traitors, who their country fold. 

This gulph infatiable imbibes 
The lawyer's fees, the ftatefman's bribes. 
Here, in their proper (hape and mien. 
Fraud, perjury, and guilt, are feen. 

Neceflity, the tyrant's law. 
All human race muft hither draw; 
All prompted by the fame defire. 
The vigorous youth, and aged fire. 
Behold, the coward and the brave, 
The haughty prince, the humble flave,' 

Phyfician, 
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Phyfician, lawyer, and divine. 
All make oblations at this fhrine. 
Some enter boldly, fome by Health, 
And leave behind their fruitlefs wealth. 
For, while the baftiful fylvan maid. 
As half afhamM, and half afraid, 
Approaching finds it hard to part 
With that which dwelt fo near her heart j 
The courtly dame, unmovM by fear, 
Profufely pours her offerings here. 

A treafure here of learning lurks. 
Huge heaps of never-dying works ; 
Labours of many an ancient fage. 
And millions of the prefent age. 

In at this gulph all offerings pafs. 
And lie an undiflinguifliM mafs. 
Deucalion, to reftore mankind. 
Was bid to throw the ftones behind ; 
So thofe who here their gifts convey 
Are forc'd to look another way j 
For few, a chofen few, muft know 
The myfteries that lie below. 

Sad chamel-houfe! a difmal dome. 
For which all mortals leave their home \ 
The young, the beautiful, and brave. 
Here bury'd in one common grave ! 
Where each fupply of dead renews 
Unwholefopae damps, offenfive dews : 
And lo ! the writing on the walls 
Points out where each new vidim falls ; 
The food of worms and beads obfcene. 
Who round the vault luxuriant reign. 



Se« 



RIDDLES. tg^ 

See where thofe mangled corpfes lie^ 
CondemnM by female hands to die ; 
A comely dame, once clad in white, 
Lies there confignM to endlefs night j 
By cruel hands her blood was fpilt. 
And yet her wealth was all her guilt. 

And here fix virgins in a tomb, 
All'-beauteous offspring of one womb, 
Oft* in the train of Venus feen. 
As fair and lovely as their queen : 
In royal garments each was dreft. 
Each with a gold and purple veil ; 
I faw them of their garments ftript, 
Their throats were cut, their bellies ript. 
Twice were they bury'd, twice were bom. 
Twice from their fepulchres were torn ; 
But now difmember'd here are caft. 
And find a refting-place at laft. 

Here oft* the curious traveller finds 
The combat of oppofing winds : 
And feeks to learn the fecret caufe. 
Which alien feems from nature's laws ; 
Why at this cave's tremendous mouth. 
He feels at once both north and fouth : 
Whether the winds, in caverns pent, 
Through clefts oppugnant force a vent ; 
Or whether, opening all his ftores. 
Fierce -^olus in tempeft roars. 

Yet, from this mingled mafs of things. 
In time a new creation fprings. 
Thefe crude materials once fliall rife 
^0 fi^ the earth, ai^d air, and ikies ; 

lo 
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In various forms appear again. 
Of vegetables, brutes, and men. 
So Jove pronounced among the gods, 
Olympus trembling as he nods* 

VIII. 
LOUISA* TO STREPHON. 

A H ! Strephon, how can you defpife 
Her, who without thy pity dies ? 
To Strephon I have ftill been true. 
And of as noble blood as you } 
Fair iflue of the genial bed, , 

A virgin iii thy bofom bred ; 
Embrac'd thee clofer than a wife ; 
When thee I leave, I leave my life. 
Why fhould my fhepherd take amifs, 
That oft' I wake thee with a kifs ? 
Yet you of every kifs complain ; 
Ah ! is not love a pleafing pain ? 
A pain which every happy night 
You cure with eafe and with delight ; 
With peafure, as the poet fings. 
Too great for mortals lefs than kings. 

Cloe, when on thy breaft I lie, 
Obferves me with revengeful eye : 
If Cloe o'er thy heart prevails. 
She'll tear me with her defperale nails ; 
And with relentlefs hands deftroy 
The tender pledges of our joy. 

* This Riddle is (blved by an Anagram. . 

Nor 
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Nor have I bred a fpurious race ; 
They all were born from thy embrace. 

Confider, Strephon, what you do ; 
For, fhould I die for love of you, 
I'll haunt thy dreams, a bloodlefs ghoft ; 
And all my kin (a numerous hoft, 
Who down dired our lineage bring 
From vidiors o*er the Memphian king ; 
Renown'd in fieges and campaigns, 
Who never fled the bloody plains ; 
Who in tempeftuous feas can fport. 
And fcorn the pleafures of a court ; 
From whom great Sylla found his doom, 
Who fcourgM to death that fcourge of Rome) 
Shall on thee take a vengeance dire ; 
Thou, like Alcides, fhalt expire, 
When his envenomM ftiirt he wore. 
And fkin and flelh in pieces tore. 
Nor lefs that fhirt, my rival's gift, 
Cut from the piece that made her fhift, 
aShall in thy deareft blood be dy'd, 
And make thee tear thy tainted hide. 

IX. 

TTVEPRIV'D of root, and branch, and rind. 
Yet flowers I bear of every kind ; 

And fuch is my prolific power. 

They bloom in lefs than half an hour ; 

Yet flanders-by may plainly fee 

They get no nourifhment from me. 

I My 
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My head with giddinefs goes round; 

And yet I firmly ftand my ground ; 

All over naked I am feen, 

And painted like an Indian queen. 

No couple-beggar in the land 

E'er joinM fuch numbers hand in hand ; 

I join'd them fairly with a ring j 

Nor can our parfon blame the thing : 

And, though no marriage words are fpoke. 

They part not till the ring is broke ; 

Yet hypocrite fanaticks cry, 

I'm but an idol rais'd on high : 

And once a weaver in our town, 

A damn'd Cromwellian, knock'd me down* 

I lay a prifoner twenty years. 

And then the jovial cavaliers 

To their old poft reftor'd all three, 

1 mean the church, the king, and me. 



X. 



T WITH borrowed filver fhine. 

What you fee is none of mine. 
Firft I (hew you but a quarter. 
Like the bow that guards the Tartar j 
Then the half, and then the whole. 
Ever dancing round the pole. 
And, what will raife your admiration, 
I am not one of God's creation. 
But fprung (and I this truth maintain) 
Like Pallas from my father's brain. 

And, 
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And^ after all, I chiefly owe 

My beauty to the ihades below. 

Moft wondrous forms you fee me wear, 

A man, a woman, lion, bear, 

A fifli, a fowl, a cloud, a field. 

All figures heaven or earth can yield ; 

Like Daphne fometimes in a tree : 

Yet am not one of all you fee# 



XL 

T*M up and down, and round about, 
Yet all the world can*t find me out. 
Though hundreds have employed their leifure. 
They never yet could find my meafure. 
Fm found almoft in every garden. 
Nay in the compafs of a farthing. 
There's neither chariot, coach, nor mill. 
Can move an inch except I wilL 

XIL 

T AM jet-black, as you may fee. 

The fon of pitch, and gloomy night : 
Yet all that know me will agree, 
Fm dead except I live in light. 

Sometimes in panegyrick high. 

Like lofty Pindar, I can foar : 
And raife a virgin to the Iky, 

Or fink her to a pocky whore. 

8 My 
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,t My blood this day is very fweet, 
To-morrow of a bitter juice j 
Like milk, 'tis cry'd about the ftreet, 
And fo apply 'd to different ufe. 

Moft wondrous is my magic power : 
For with one colour I can paint; 

ni make the devil a faint this hour^ 
Next make a devil of a faint. 

Through diftant regions I can fly. 
Provide me but with paper wings ; 

And fairly (hew a reafon, why 

There fhould be quarrels among kings* 

And, after all, you*ll think it odd, <| 

When learned dodors will dilpute. 

That I fhould point the word of God, 
And ihew where they can beft confute* 

Let lawyers bawl and ftraiil their throats : 
'Tis I that muft the lands convey. 

And ftrip their clients to their coats ; 
Nay, give their very fouls away. 

XIIL 

ALL of us in one way you'll find, 

Brethren of a wondrous kind ; 
Yet among us all no brother 
Knows one tittle of the other'; 
We in frequent councils are, 
And our marks of things declare, 

Wheit 
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Where, to us unknown, a clerk 
Sits, and takes them in the dark. 
He's the regifter of all 
In our ken, both great and fmall ; 
By us forms his laws and rules. 
He's our mailer ; we his tools ; 
Yet we can with greateft eafe 
Turn and wind him where we pleafe. 

One of us alone can fleep, 
Yet no watch the reft will keep, 
But the moment that he clofes, 
Every brother elfe repofes. 

If wine's bought, or victuals drefl. 
One enjoys them for the reft. 
■^'^ Pierce us all with wounding fteel, 
One for all of us will feel. 

Though ten thouiand cannons roar^ 
Add to them ten thoufand more. 
Yet but one of us is found 
Who regards the dreadful found. 

Do what is not fit to tell. 
There's but one of us can fmell. 

XIV. 

FONTINELLA TO FLORINDA. 

'1X7^ EN on my bofom thy bright eyes, 
Florinda, dart their heavenly beams, 
I feel not the leaft love furprize. 

Yet endlefs tears flow down in ftreams ; 
There's nought fo beautiful in thee. 
But you may find the fame in me. 
., V0L.VIL X 
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The lilies of thy fkin compare ; 

In me you fee them full as white. 
The rofes of your cheeks, I dare 

Affirm, can*t glow to more delight. 
Then, fince I Ihew as fine a face. 
Can you refufe a foft embrace ? 

Ah! lovely nymph, thou'rt in thy prime ! 

And fo am I while thou art here ; 
But foon will come the fatal time. 

When all we fee ihall difappear. 
'Tis mine to make a juft refledUon, 
And yours to follow my diredUon. 

Then catch admirers while you may ; 

Treat not your lovers with difdain ; 
For time with beauty flies away, 

And there is no return again. 
To you the fad account I bring, 
Life's autumn has no fecond fpring. 

XV. 

'R^EVER fleeping, ftill awake, 

Pleafmg moft when mod I fpezk; 
The delight of old and young. 
Though I fpeak without a tongue. 
Nought but one thing can confound me, 
Mai*y voices joining round me; 
Then I fret, and rave, and gabble, 
Like the labourers of Babel. 
Now I am a dog, or cow, 
, I can bark, or I can lowe, 

I cu 
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I can bleat, or I can fing^ 
Like the warblers of the fpring. 
Let the love-fick bard complain. 
And I mourn the cruel pain ; 
Let the happy fwain rejoice. 
And I join my helping voice ; 
Both are welcome, grief or joy, 
I with either fport and toy. 
Though a lady, I am flout, 
Drums and trumpets bring me out : 
Then I claih, and roar, and rattle, 
Join in all the din of battle. 
Jove, with all his loudeft thunder. 
When Tm vext, can't keep me under ; 
Yet fo tender is my ear. 
That the loweft voice I fear ; 
Much I dread the courtier's fate^. 
When his merit's out of date. 
For I hate a filent breath. 
And a whiiper is my death. 

XVI. 

15 Y fomething form'd, I nothing am, 
^^ Yet every thing that you can name i 
In no place have I «ver been. 
Yet every where I may be fcen ; 
In all things falfe, yet always true, 
I'm ftill the fame — ^but never new. 
Lifelefs, life's perfeft form I wear. 
Can fhew a nofe, eye, tongue, or ear. 
Yet neither fmell, fee, tafte, or hear« 

X 2 All 



} 
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All fhapes and features I can boaft, 
No flefti, no bones, no blood — no ghoft : 
All colours, without paint, put on, 
And change like the camcleon. 
Swiftly I come, and enter there, 
Where not a chink lets in the air ; 
Like thought, Vm in a moment gone. 
Nor can I ever be alone ; 
All things on earth I imitate, 
Fafter than nature can create ; 
Sometimes imperial robes I wear, 
Anon in beggar's rags appear ; 
A giant now, and ftrait an elf, 
Tm every one, but ne'er myfelf ; 
Ne'er fad I mourn, ne'er glad rejoice, 
I move my lips, but want a voice ; 
I ne'er was born, nor ne'er can die. 
Then prythee tell me what am L 

XVIL 



O S T things by me do rife and fall, 



M 

^ ^nd as I pleafe they're great and fmall j 
Invading foes without refiftance. 
With eafe I make to keep their diftance j 
Again, as I'm difjpos'd, the foe 
Will come, though not a foot they go. 
Both nicuntains, woods, and hills, and rocks^ 
And gamefome goats, and fleecy flocks^ 
And lowing herds, and piping fwains, 
Come dancing to me o'er the plains* 

The 
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The greateft whale that fwims the fea 
Does inftantly my power obey. 
In vain from me the failor flies, 
The quickeft fhip I can furprize. 
And turn it as I have a mind, 
And move it againft tide and wind. 
Nay, bring me here the talleft man, 
ril fqueeze him to a little fpan ; 
Or bring a tender child and pliant. 
You'll fee me ftretch him to a giant ; 
Nor Ihall they in the leaft complain, 
^ecaufe my magick gives no pain. 

XVIII. 

TpVER eating, never cloying. 

All devouring, all deftroying, 
Never finding full repaft. 
Till I eat the world at laft. 

XIX. 

^TpHERE is a gate, we know full wel^i 
^ That ftands 'twixt heaven, and earth, and helU 
Where many for a paflage venture, 
Yet very few are fond to enter ; 
Although 'tis open night and day. 
They for that reafon fliun this way : 
Both dukes and lords abhor its wood^ 
They can't come near it for their bloodt 
What other way they take to go, 
Another time VU let you know, 

X3 Yet 
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Yet commoners with greateft eafc 
• Can find an entrance when they pleafe. 
The poorcft hither march in ftate 
(Or they can never pafs the gate) 
Like Roman generals triumphant, 
And then they take a turn and jump on't* 
If graved parfons here advance, 
They cannot pafs before they dance ; 
There's not a foul that does refort here^ 
But ftrips himfelf to pay the porten 



w 



XX. 

E are little airy creatures, 
All of different voice and features | 
One of us in glafs is fet, 
One of us you'll find in jet, 
T' other you may fqe in tin. 
And the fourth a box within, ' j 

If the fifth you fhould purfue, 



i 



It can never fly from yout * 
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TT^ROM heaven I fall, though from earth I be^. 

No lady alive can fliew fuch a ikin. 
Tm bright as an angel, and light as a feather. 
But heavy and dark, when ypu fqueeze me together* 
Though candour and truth in my afpedt I bear. 
Yet many poor creatures I help to enfnare. 
Though fo much of Heaven appears in my make, 
The fouleft impreffiong I eafily take. 
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My parent and I produce one another, 

The mother the daughter, the daughter the mother. 



XXII. 

T5 EGOTTEN, and born, and dying with noifc, 
The terror of women, and pleafure of boys, 
Like the fidlion of poets concerning the wind, 
Vm chiefly unruly when ftrongeft confin'd. 
,For filver and gold I don't trouble my head, 
But all I delight in is pieces of lead ; 
Except when I trade with a fliip or a town. 
Why then I make pieces of iron go down. 
One property more I would have you remark, 
Ho lady was ever iftore fond of a fpark ; 
The moment I get one, my foul's all a-fire, 
/Vnd I roar put my joy, and in tranfport expirCt 



w 
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E are little brethren twain. 
Arbiters of lofs and gain, \ 

Many to our counters run. 
Some are made, and fome undone ; 
But men find it to their coft. 
Few are made, but numbers loft. 
Though we play them tricks for ever^ 
Yet they always hope our favour. 
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XXIV, 
TO LADY CARTERET^ 

Y^ F all inhabitants on earth, 
^^ To Man alone I owe my birth. 
And yet the Cow, the Sheep, the Bee, 
Are all my parents more than he : 
I, a virtue, ftrange and rare. 
Make the faireft look more fair ; 
And myfelf, which yet is rarer, 
prowing old, grow ftill the fairer. 
Like fots, alone I'm dull enough, 
When dos'd with fmoak^ and fmearM with /huffj 
But, in the midft of mirth and ,wine, 
I with double luftre ihine* 
Emblem of the Fair am I, 
PoIifhM neck, and radiant eye ; 
In my eye my greateft grace. 
Emblem of the Cyclops' race j 
Metals I like them fubdue, 
Slave like them to Vulcan too. 
Emblem of a monarch old. 
Wife, and glorious to behold ; 
Wafted he appears, and pale. 
Watching for the public weal ; 
Emblem of the baihful dame. 
That in fecret feeds her flame, 
Often aiding to impart 
All the fecrets pf her heart ] 

Various 
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Various is my bulk and hue, 
Big like Befs, and fmall like Sue : 
Now brown and bumifhM like a nut. 
At other times a very flut ; 
Often fair, and foft, and tender, 
Taper, tall, and fmooth, and flender j 
Like Flora deck'd with fairell flowers, 
Like Phoebus, guardian of the hours; 
But, whatever be my drefs. 
Greater be my lize or lefs. 
Swelling be my fhape or fmall^ 
Like thyfelf I fhine in all. 
Clouded if my face is feen, 
My complexion wan and green^ 
Languid like a love-fick maid. 
Steel aflfords me prefent aid. 
Soon or late, my date is done. 
As my thread of life is fpun } 
Yet to cut the fatal thread 
Oft' revives my drooping head : 
Yet I perifli in my prime. 
Seldom by the death of time ; 
Die like lovers as they gaze. 
Die for thofe I live to pleafe ; 
Pine unpitied to my urn. 
Nor warm the fair for whom I bum j 
Unpitied, unlamented too. 
Die like all that look oa yout 
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XXV. 

TO LADY CARTERET. 

BY DR. DEL A NY. 

T REACH all things near me, and far oS to boot. 

Without ftretching a finger, or ftirring a foot; 
I take them all in too, to add to your wonder^ 
Though many and various, and large and afunder. 
Without joining or crowding they pafs fide by fide, a 
Through a wonderful wicket, not half an inch wide sill 
Then I lodge them at eafe in a very large ftore^ 
Of no breadth or length, with a thoufand things moret 
All this I can do without witchcraft or charm. 
Though fometimes, they fay, I bewitch and do harm; 
Though cold, I inflame ; and though quiet, invade ; 
And nothing can fhield firom my fpell but a (hade. 
A thief that has robb'd you, or done you difgrace. 
In magical mirrour, Fll flicw you his face : - 
Nay, if you'll believe what the poets have laid, 
They'll tell you I kill, and can call back the dead. 
Like conjurers fafe in my circle I dwell, 
. I love to look black too, it heightens my ^ell ; 
Though my ma^kk is mighty in every hue. 
Who fee aU my power mull fee it in You^ 

ANSWERED BY PR, SWIFT. 

WITH half an eye your riddle I fpy. 
* I obferve your wicket hemm'd in by a thicket. 

And 
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And whatever pafles Is drained through glaflea» 

You fay it is quiet : I flatly deny it* 

It wanders about, without ftirring out ; 

No paflion fo weak but gives it a tweak ; 

Love, joy, and devotion, fet it always in motion* 

And as for the tragic effefts of its magic, 

Which you fay it can kill, or revive at its will, 

The dead are all found, and revive above ground: 

After all you have writ, it cjuinot be wit ; 

Which plainly does follow, fince it flies from Apollo* 

Its cowardice fuch, it cries at a touch ; 

^Tis a perfed milkfop, grows drunk with a drop^ 

Another great fault, it cannot bear fait : 

And a hair can difarm it of every charnu 

XXVI. 

TO LADY CARTERET. 
BY PR. SWIFT. 

T^ROM India's burning clime Fm brought, 
With cooling gales like Zephyrs fraught 
Nor Iris, when Qie paints the flcy. 
Can fliew* more different hues than I ; 
Nor can flie change her form fo faft, 
I'm now a fail, and now a mafL 
I h^re am red, and there am green^ 
A beggar there, and here a queen. 
I fometimes live in houfe of hair. 
And oft' in hand of lady fair. 
I pleafe the young, I grace the old, ^ 

And am at once both hot and cold 

. Say 
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Say what I am then, if you can. 

And find the rhyme, and you're the man. 

ANSWERED BY DR. SHERIDAN. 

YOUR houfe of hair and lady's hand 
At firft did put me to a ftand. 
^I have it now — 'tis plain enough— 
Your hairy bufinefs is a muff. 
Your engine fraught with cooling gales^ 
At once fo Jike your marts and fails ; 
And for the rhyme to you're the man. 
What fits it better than a ^n ? 






A RECEIPT 
TO RESTORE STELLA^S YOUTH, 1714-5; 

'T^ H E Scottifli hinds, too poor to houfe 

In frofty nights their ftarving cows. 
While not a blade of grafs or hay 
Appears from Michaelmas to May, 
Muft let their cattle range in vaia 
For food mlong the barren plain. 
Meagre and lank with failing grown. 
And nothing left but fkin and bone ; 
5i?cpo8'd tQ Want, and wind, and weather. 
They juft keep life and foul together, 
Till fHflftmer-fliowers and evenhig's dew 
Again the verdant glebe renew j 
And, as the vegetables rife, 
The famifh'd cow her want fupplies : 

Without 
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Wlthaut an ounce of laft year's flefli ; 
Whatever fhe gains is young and frefh ; 
Grows plump and round, and full of mettle, 
As riling from Medea's kettle. 
With youth and beauty to inchant 
Europa's counterfeit gallant. 

Why, Stella, fliould you knit your brow, 
If I compare you to the cow ? ■ t 

'Tis juft the cafe ; for you have failed 
So long, till all your flefh is wafted ; 
And muft againft the warmer days 
Be fent to Quilca down to graze ; 

, Where mirth, and exercife, and air, 

. . Will foon your appetite repair : 
The nutriment will from within. 
Round all your body, plump your fkin ; 
Will agitate the lazy flood. 
And fill your veins with fprightly blood : 
Nor flefh nor blood will be the fame. 
Nor aught of Stella but the name ; 
For whjkt was ever underftood. 
By human kind, but flelh and blood ? 
And if your flefh and blood be new. 
You'll be no more the former you ; 
But for a blooming nymph will pafl», 
Juft fifteen, coming fummer's grafi^ 
Your jetty locks with garlands crown'd : 
While all the 'fquires for nine miles..rouQd,4i 
Attended by a brace of curs. 
With jocky boots and filver fpurs, ,^r 
No Icfs than juftices o'quorum, *. . * 

Their cow-boys bearing cloaks before *cm, ^ * 

Shan 
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Shall leave deciding broken pates, 
To kifs your fteps at Quilca gates. 
But, left you fhould ray fkill difgrace. 
Come back before youVe out of cafe ; 
For if to Michaelmas you ftay, 
The new-bom flefh will melt away ; 
The *fquire in fcorn will fly the houfe 
For better game, and look for groufe j 
But here, before the froft can mar it. 
We'll make it firm with beef and claret. 



STELLA'S BIRTH-DAY, 1724.5, 

A S, when a beauteous nymph decays. 
We fay, flie's paft her dancing-days j 
So poets lofe their feet by time. 
And can no longer dance in rhyme. 
Your annual bard had rather chofe 
To celebrate your birth in profe : 
Yet merry folks, who want by chance , 
A pair to make a country-dance, i 
Call the old houfe-keeper, and get her 
To fill a placg, for want of better ; /J 

While Sheridan is off the hooks. 
And friend Dtlany at his books, 
r That Stella may avoid difgrace, 
Once more the Dean fupplies their place. 

Beauty and wit, too fad a truth ! 
Have always been confin'd to youth j 
The god of wit and beauty's queen. 
He twenty-one, and fhe fifteen. 

6 N< 
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No poet ever fwcedy fung, 

Unlefs he were, like Phoebus, young j 

Nor cTer nymph infpir'd to rhyme, 

Unlefe, like Venus, in her prime. 

At fifty-fix, if this be true, 

Am I poet fit for you ? 

Or, at the age of forty-three. 

Are you a fubje£t fit for me ? 

Adieu ! bright wit, and radiant eyes ! 

You muft be grave, and I be wife. 

Our fate in vain vv^e would oppofe : 

But rU be ftill yoiu: fiiend in profe : 

Efteem and friendfliip to exprefs^ 

Will not require poetic drefs j 

And, if the Mufe deny her aid 

To have them fung, they may be faid. 

But, Stella, (ay, what evil tongue* , 

Reports you are no longer young ; 
That Time fits, with his fcythe to mow 
Where erft fat Cupid with his bow ; 
That half your locks are turnM to grey ? 
' rU ne*er believe a word they fay. 
'Tis true, but let it not be known. 
My eyes are fomewhat dimmifh grown j 
For nature, always in the right, 
To your decays adapts my fight ; v 

And wrinkles undiftinguifh'd pafs, * j 

For Vm afhamM to ufe a glafs ; 
And till I fee them with thefe eyes. 
Whoever fays you have them, lies. 

No length of time can make you quit 
Honour and virtue, fenfe and wit : 

^ Thus 



J 
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Thus you may ftill be young to me. 
While I can better hear than fee. 
Oh, ne'er may Fortune fhew her fpight. 
To make me deaf, and mend my fight ! 



AN EPIGRAM 
ON WOOD'S BRASS. MONEY. 

/^ARTERET was welcomM to the fliore 

Firft with the brazen cannons roar j 
To meet him next the foldier comes, 
With brazen trumps and brazen drums ; 
Approaching near the town, he hears 
The brazen bells falute his ears : 
But, when Wood's brafs began to found. 
Guns, trumpets, drums, and bells, were drowa'd. 



A SIMILE, 
ON OUR W.ANT OF SILVER: 

And die only Way to remedy it. 1725. 

A S when of old fome forcerefs threw 
^^ O'er the moon's face a fable hue. 
To drive unfeen her magic chair. 
At midnight through the darkened air ; 
Wife people, who believ'd with reafon 
That this eclipfe was out of feafon, 
AffirmM the moon was fick, and fell 
To cure her by a counter-fpelL 

Ten 
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Ten thoufand cymbals now begin 
To rend the fkies with brazen din ; 
The cymbals' rattling founds difpel 
The cloud, and drive the hag to hell* 
The moon, deliver'd from her pain,, 
Difplays her filver face again. V, 

Note here, that in the chemic ftyle, 
The moon is filver all this while. 
So (if my fimile you minded, 
Which I confefs is too long-winded) 
When late a feminine magician *, 
Joined with a brazen pglitician, 
ExposM to blind the nation's eyes^ 
A parchment f of prodigious fize ; 
Conceal'd behind that ample fcreen. 
There was no filver to be feen. 
But to this parchment let the Drapier 
Oppofe his counter-<:harm of paper. 
And ring Wood's copper in our ears 
So loud till all the nation hears ; 
That found will make the parchment fhrivel, 
And drive the conjurors to the devil: ^ 

And when the fky is grown fererie. 
Our filver will appear again.- • 

• A great Lady was faid to have been brib'd by Wood, 
t The patent for coining half-pence. 
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WOOD AN INSEC^T. 1725. 

T) Y long obfervation I have underftood, 

That two little vermin are kin to Will Wood. 
The firft is an infefl: they call a wood-loufe, 
That folds up itfelf in itfelf for a houfe, 
As round as a ball, without head, without tail, 
Inclosed cap'-a-'pi in a ftrong coat of mail. 
And thus William Wood to my fancy appears 
In fillets of brafs roU'd up to his ears : 
And over thefe fillets he wifely has thrown. 
To keep out of danger, a doublet of ftone *. 
The loufe of the wood for a medicine is usM, j 
Or fwallow'd alive, or (kilfully bruisM. 
And, let but our mother Hibernia i:ontrive . i 
To fwallow Will Wood either bruis'd or alive/ 
She need be no more with the jaundice poflcft, \ 
Or fick of obftrudions, and pains in her chefb . ■ 
The next is an infedl w^e call a wood-worm, ': 
That lies in old wood like a hare in her form j ' 
•With teeth or with claws it will bite or will fcrat^ 
And chambermaids chriften this worm a deatb 
watch ; ' 

'Becaufe like a watch it always cries click : 
Then woe be to thofe in the houfe who are fick; 
For, as fure as a gun, they will give up the gho(l| 
If the maggot cries click when it fcratches the pofi 
But a kettle of fcalding hot water inje£led 
Infallibly cures the timber affedled ; 

• He was in gaol for ucbc. 

Tl 
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e omen is broken, the danger is over ; ^ 
e maggot will die, and the fick will recover. 
:h a worm was Will Wood, when he fcratch'd at 

the door 
a governing ftatefman or favourite whore : 
e death of our nation he fecm'd to foretell, 
d the found of his brafs we took for our knell, 
t now, fince the Drapier has heartily maulM him, 
link the beft thing we can do is to fcald him. 
: which operation there's nothing more proper 
an the liquor he deals in, his own melted copper ; 
ilefs, like the Dutch, you rather would boil 
is coiner of raps * in a cauldron of oil. 
en choofe which you pleafe, and let each bring a 

faggot, 
rour fear^s atan end with the death of the maggot. 



ISr WOOD THE IRON-MONGER. 

1725* 

C ALMONEUS, as the Grecian tale is. 

Was a mad copper- fmith of Elis; 
LTp at his forge by morning peep, 
No creature in the lane could ficcp ; 
Among a crew of royftering fellows 
Would fit whole evenings at the alehoufe : 
His wife and children wanted bread. 
While he went always drunk to bed. 
riiis vapouring fcab muft needs devife 
To ape the thunder of the fkies : 

• Counterfeit half-pence, 

Y 2 \Vi;h 
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With brafs two fiery fteeds he {hod, 
To make a clattering as they trod. 
Of polifhM brafs his flaming car 
Like lightning dazzled from afar ; 
And up he mounts into the box, . 
And he muft thunder, with a pox. 
Then furious he begins his march. 
Drives rattling o'er a brazen arch : 
With fquibs and crackers arm'd, to throw 
Among the trembling croud below. 
All ran to prayers, both priefts and laity. 
To pacify this angry deity : 
When Jov£, in pity to the town. 
With real thunder knock'd him down* 
Then what a huge delight were all in. 
To fee the wicked varlet fprawling ; 
They fearch'd his pockets on the place. 
And found his copper all was bafe ; 
They laughM at fuch an Irifh blnnder,'* 
To take the noifc of brafs for thunder* 

The moral of this tale is proper, 
Apply'd to Wood's adulter'd copper : 
Which, as he fcattcrM, we like doltft 
Miftook at firft for thunderrbolts , 
Before the Drapier fhot a letter, 
(Nor Jove himfelf could do it better) 
Which, lighting on th' impoftor's crown^ 
Like real thunder knockM him down. 



WIL 
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WILL WOOD'S PETITION 

TO THE PEOPLE OF IRELAND; 

Being an excellent New Song, fuppofed to be made and fung 
in the Streets of Dublin, by William Wo.d, Iron- 
monger and Half-penny>monger. 

1725. 

-TUTY dear Irlfli folks, 

Come leave off your jokes, 
And buy up my half-pence fo fine ; 

So fair and fo bright, 

They'll give you delight ; 
Gbferve,' how they gliften and Ihine ! 

They'll fell, to my grief, 

^8 ch^ap as neck-beef. 
For counters at cards to your vrife ; 

And every day 

Your children may play 
Span-farthing, or tofs on the knife. 

Come hither, and try; 

rU teach you to buy 
A pot of good ale for a farthing : 

Come J three-pence a fcore, 

I afk you no more. 
And a fig for the Drapier and I^ardinge *• 

• The Drapicr's printer, 

Y 3 When 
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When tradefmen have gold, 

The thief will be bold, 
By day and by night for to rob him : 

My copper is fuch, 

No robber will touch. 
And fo you may daintily bob him. 

The little black-guard. 

Who gets very hard 

His half-pence for cleaning your fhoes : 

When his pockets are cramni'd 

With mine and be d — ^'d, 

Ke may fwe^ he has nothing to lofe. 

'•1 

Here's half-pence in plenty. 

For one you'll have twenty. 
Though thoufands are not worth a puddea 

Your neighbours will think, 

When your pocket cries chink, 
You are grown plaguy rich on a fudden* 

You will be my thankers, 
ril make you my bankers. 
As good as Ben Burton or Fade * : 
For nothing fliall pafs 
But my pretty brafs, 
' And then you '11 be all of a trade* 

Vm a fon of a vsrhore 

If I have a word more 
To fay in this wretched condition. 

If my coin will not pafs, 

I mull die like an afs ; 
And fo I conclude my petition, 
• Two famoas bankers. 

3 e^NEXI 
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A NEW SONG 
ON WOOD'S HALFPENCE, 

^E people of Ireland, both country and city; 
Come liften with patience, and hear out my 
ditty : 
At this time I '11 chufe to be wifer than witty. 

Which nobody can deny. 

The Half-pence are coming, the nation's undoing, 
There's an end of your ploughing, and baking, and 

brewing ; 
In (hort, you muft all go to rack and to ruin. 

Which, .&c. 

Both high men and low men, and thick men and tall 

men, 
And rich-taenand poor men, and free men and thrall 

men, ^ 

Will fuffer ; and this man, and that man, and all men. 

Which, &c." 

The Soldier is ruin'd, poor man ! by his pay ; 
His five pence will prove but a farthing a day, 
For meat, or for drink ; or he muft run away. 

Which, &c. 

When he pulls out his two pencej the Tapfter fays 

not, 
That ten times as much he muft pay for his fhot ; . 
And thus the poor Soldier muft foon go to pot, 

Whichj &c, 

Y4 ^ 
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If he goes to the Baker, the Baker will huff. 
And twenty pence have for a two-penny loaf. 
Then, dog, rogue, and rafcal, and fo kick and cuffi 

Which, &Ct 

Again, to the market whenever he goes. 
The Butcher and Soldier muft be mortal foes. 
One cuts off an ear, and the other a nofe. 

Which, &c, 

The Butcher is ftout, and he values no fwagger ; 
A cleaver's a match any time for a dagger. 
And a bluefkeve may give fuch a cuff asmay ftagger, 

Which, &c. 

The Beggars themfelves will be broke in a trice, 
When thus their poor farthings are funk in their ; 
price ; ^ 

When nothing is left, they muft live on their lice. < 

Which, &c. 

The Squire poffefsM of twelve thoufand a year, 
O Lord 1 what a mountain his rents would appear ! 
Should he take them, he would not have houfe-room, ] 
I fear. J 

Which, &C. 

Though at prefcnt he lives in a very large houfe. 
There would then not be room in it left for a 

moufe; 
But the Squire's too wife, he will not take a foufe. 

Wliich, &c, 



The 
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The Fanner, who comes with bis rent inthiscafli. 
For taking thefe counters, and being fo raftx, 
Wilibckick'd out of doors, both himfelf and his trafli. 

Which, &CC. 

For, in all the leafes that ever we hold. 

We muft pay our rent in good filver and gold. 

And not in brafs tokens of fuch a bafe mold. 

Which, &c. 

The wifeft of Lawyers all fwear, they will warrant 
No money but filver and gold can be current ; 
And, fince they will fwear it, we all maybe fure on't. 

Which, &c. 

And I think, after all, it would be very ftrange. 
To give current money for bafe in exchange, 
Like a fine lady fwapping her moles for the mange. 

Which, &c* 

But read the king's patent, and there you will find^ 
That no man need take them but who has a mind. 
For which we muft fay that his ^4iycfty's kind. • 

Which, 8zc: 

Now God blefs the Drapier who open'd our eyes ! 
I 'm fure, by his book, that the writer is wife : 
He fliews us the cheat, . from the end to the rife. 

Which, &c. 

Nay, farther he fhews it a very hard cafe. 
That this fellow Wood, of a very bad race. 
Should of all the fine gentry of Ireland take place. 

Which, &c. 
That 
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That he and his half-pence fhould come to weigh 

down 
Our fubjeds fo loyal and true to the crown ; 
But I hope, after all, that they will be his own. 

Which, &c. 

This book, I do tell you, is writ for your goods, 
And a very good book againft Mr. Wood's ; 
If you ftand true together, he's left in the fuds. 

Which, &c 

Ye Shop-men andTrades-men andFarmers,goreadit, 
For I think in my foul at this time that you need it^ 
Or egad, if you don*t, there's an end of your credi^ 

Which nobody c^n d^y« ' 

\ 
A SERIOUS POEM i 

Upon WitLiAM Wood, Brafier, Tinker, 
Hardwarcman, Coiner, Founder, and pfquire. i 

i 

\fTHEN foes are overcome, we preferve them from ] 

flaughter. 
To be hewers of Wood, and drawers of water. 
Now, although to draw water is not very good ; 
Yet we all fhould rejoice to be hewers of Wood, 
I own, it has often provokM me to mutter. 
That a rogue fo obfcure fhould make fuch a clutter; 
But antient Philofophers wifely remark. 
That old rotten Wood will fhine in the dark. 
The Heathens, we read, had Gods made of Wood, 
Who could do them no hanp, if they did them no 
good: 

Bu( 
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But this idol Wood may do us great evil : 

Their Gods were of Wood j but our Wood is the 

Devil. « 

To cut down fine Wood, is a very bad thing ; 
And yet we all know much gold it will bring : 
Then, if cutting down Wood brings money good 

ftore, 
Our money to keep, let us cut down one more. 

Now hear an old tale. There anciently flood 
(I forget in what church) an image of Wood. 
Concerning this image, there went a predi<fiion, 
It would burn a whole forefl; nor was it a fidtion, 
^'Twas cut into faggots and put to the flame, 
To burn an old Friar, one Forefl by name. 
My talc is a wife one, if well underflood ; 
Find you but the Friar j and I '11 find the Wood, 

I hear, among fcholars there is a great doubt. 
From what kind of tree this Wood was hewn out. 
Teague made a good pun by a brogue in his fpeech ; 
And faid, " By my fhoul, he's the fon of a Beech." 
Some call him a Thorn, the curfe of the nation. 
As Thorns were defiguM to be from the creation./ 
Some think him cut out from the poifonous Yew ; 
Beneath whofe ill fhade no plant ever grew. 
Some fay he's a Birch, a thought very odd ; 
For none bnt a dunce would come under his rod. 
But rU tell you the fecret ; and pray do not blab : 
He is an old flump, cut out of a Crab ; 
And England has put this Crab to a hard ufe^ 
To cudgel our bones, and for drink give us verjuice; 
And therefore his witnefTes juflly may boafl, 
I'hat none are more properly knights of the Pofl. 

I ne'er 
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I ne'er could endure my talent to fmother : 
I told you one tale, and I'll tell you another. 
A joiner, to fallen a faint in a nitch, 
Bor'd a large auger-hole in the image's breech. 
But, finding the ftatue to make no complaint. 
He would ne'er be convinced it was a true faint. 
When the true Wood arrives, as he foon will, no 

doubt, 
(Fpr that's but a fham Wood they carry about * j) 
What fluff he is made of you quickly may find. 
If you make the fame trial, and bore him behind, 
I'll hold you a groat, when you wimble his bum. 
He '11 bellow as loud as the Devil in a drum. ^ 
From me, I declare, you fhall have no denial j ^ 
And there can be no harm in making a trial : 
And, when to the joy of your hearts he has roar'd, 
You may fhew him about for a new groaning board« 

Hear one flory more, and then I will flop. 
I dreamt Wood was told he fliould die by a drop : 
80 methought he refolved no liquor to tafle. 
For fear the firft drop might as well be his lafL 
But dreams are like oracles ; 'tis hard to explain 'em j ; 
Fpr it provM that he died of a drop at Kilmainhamf* 
I wak'd with delight; and not without hope, 
Vciy foon to fee Wood drop down from a rope. 
How he, and how we, at each other fhould grin I 
'Tis kindncfs to hold a friend up. by the chin. 
But foft ! fays the Herald ; I cannot agree j 
For metal on metal is falfe Heraldry. 
Why, that may be true ; yet Wood upon Wood, 
I'll maintain wuth my life, is Heraldry good. 

• He was frequently burnt in citigy. 
I Their place of execution. 

TO 
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TO DR. SHERIDAN* 

S I R, 

Y T is impoffible to know by your letter whether 
the wine is to be bottled to-morrow, or no. 

If it be, or be not, why did not you, in plain Eng- 
lifh tell us fo ? 

For my part, it was by mere chance I came to fit 
with the ladies f this night : 

And if they had not told me there was a letter from 
you ; and your man Alexander had not gone, 
and come back from the deanry; and the boy 
here had not been fent to let Alexander know I 
was here ; I fhould have miffed the letter out- 
right. 

Truly I don't know who's bound to be fending for 
corks to flop your bottles, with a vengeance. 

Make a page of your own age, and fend your man 
Alexander to buy corks; for Saunders already 
has gone above ten jaunts. 

Mrs. Dingley and Mrs. Johnfon fay, truly tftfejr 
don't care for your wife's company, though they 
like your wine ; but they had rather have it at 
their own houfc to drink in quiet. 

However, they own it is very civil in Mr. Sheridan 
to make the offer j and they cannot deny it. 

• In this letter, though written in profc, the reader open exa- 
mining, will find each fecond fentence rhimes to the former. 
t Mrs. Johnfon and Mrs. Dingley. 

2 I wifh 
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I wifti Alexander fafe at St. Catherine's to-night, 
with all my heart and foul, upon my word and 
honour : 

But I think it bafe in you to fend a poor fellow out 
fo late at this time of year, when one would not 
turn out a dog that one valued ; I appeal to your 
friend Mr. Connor. 

I would prefent my humble fervice to my lady 
Mountcafhel ; but truly I thought Ihe would have 
made advances to have been acquainted with me, j 
as flie pretended. j 

But now I can write no more, for you fee plainly 
my paper is ended. 



1 P. S. 

I wiffi, when you prated, your letter youM dated : 
Much plague it created. I fcolded and rated ; 
My foul is much grated ; for your man I long waited. 
I think you are fated, like a bear to be baited : 
Your man is belated ; the cafe I have ftated ; 
And me you have cheated. My ftable's unflated. 
Come back t' us well freighted. 
I remember my late head ; and wifh you tranflated| 
For teazing me. 

2 P. S. 
Mrs. Dingley defires me fmgly 

Her fervice to prefent you ; hopes that will content 

you; 
But Johnfon madam is grown a fad dame, 
, FoJ want of your converfe, and cannot fend one 

verfe. 

3 p. 
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3 P. S. 
You keep fuch a twattling with you and your 

bottling ; 
But I fee the fum total, we fhall ne'er have a bottle ; 
The long and the fhort, we fhall not have a quart. 
I wifti you would fign 't, that we have a pint 
For all your colloguing, I'd be glad of a knoggin* : 
But I doubt 'tis a (ham ; you won't give us a dranu 
'Tis of fhine a month moon-full, you won't part 

with a fpoonfull, 
And I muft be nimble, if I can fill my thimble. 
You fee I won't ftop, till I come to a drop ; 
But I doubt the oraculum, isapoorfupemaculum; 
Though perhaps you may tell it, for a grace if wc 

fmell it. 

Stella. 

DR. SHERIDAN TO DR. SWIFT. 

T 'D have you to know, as fure as you're Dean, 

On Thurfday my cafk of Obrien I'll drain : 
If my wife is not willing, I fay fhe's a quean ; 
And my right to the cellar, egad, I'll maintain 
As bravely as any that fought at Dunblain : 
Go tell her it over and over again. 
I hope, as I ride to the town, it won't rain ; 
For, fhould it, I fear it will cool my hot brain. 
Entirely extinguifli my poetic vein ; 
And then I fhould be as ftupid as Kain, 
Who prcach'd on three heads, though he mention'd 
but twain. 

♦ A knoggin is a name ufcd in Ireland for the Englifh quartern. 

Now 
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Now Wardel's in hafte, and begins to complain j 
Your moft humble fcrvant, Dear Sir, I remain, 

T. S — N. 

Get Helfliam, Walmfley, Delany, 
And fome Grattans, if there be any * ; 
Take care you do not bid too many. 



DR. SWIFT'S ANSWER. 

^HE verfes you fent on the bottling your wine i 
Were, in every one's judgment, exceedingly,, 
ane; r 

And 1 ntuft confcfs, as a dean and divine, 
1 4ihiak you infpir'd by the Mufes all nine. 
1 nicely examined tliem every line, 
And the worft of them all like a barn-door didfhine. 
Oh, that Jove would give me fuch a talent as thine ! 
With Delany or Dan I would fcorn to combine. 
I know they liave many a wicked defign ; 
And, give Satan his due, Dan begins to refine. 
However, 1 wifli, honeil comrade of mine. 
You would really on Thurfday leave St. Catharincfi 
Where Ihearyou arccramm'de\'ery daylikeafwinc; 
"With me you '11 no more have a ftomach to dine, 
Nor after your vittles lie fleeping fupine : 
So I wifh you v/erc tootlilefs, like lord Mafferinc* 
But, were you as wicked as lewd Aretine, 
I wifli you would tell me which way you incline. 
If, w^hen you return, your road you don't line, 

• i, e. in Dublin, for they were country-clergy. 
-f The feat of.Lady Mountcaftiel, near Dublin. 

On 
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3n Thurfday Til pay my refpedts at your fhrinc, 

iyherever you bend, wherever you twine, 

xi fquare, or in oppofite circle, or trine. 

four beef will on Thurfday be falter than brine t 

! hope you have fwillM, with new milk from the 

kine, 
\s much as the LifFee's outdone by the Rhine j 
\nd Dan fhall be with us, with nofe aquiline. 
I you do not come back, we fhall weep out our 

eyne : 
3r may your gown never be good Lutherine. 
The beef you have got, I hear, is a chine 2 
But, if too many come, your madam will whine ; 
\nd then you may kifs the low end of her fpine* 
But enough of this poetry Alexandrine : 
] hope you will not think this a pafquine* 



T O Q^U 1 L C A, 

\ COUNTRY.H6USE of DR. SHERIDAN, 

In no very good Rei^air, 1725. 

T ET me thy properties explain : 

A rotten cabbin dropping rain ; 
Chimnies with fcorn rejecting fmoak ; 
Stools, tables, chairs, and bedfteads broktf. 
Here elements have loft their ufes. 
Air ripens not, nor earth produces ; 
In vain we make poor Sheelah * toil, 
Fire will not roaft, nor water boiL 

• The name of an Irifli fcnrant. 

Vol. VIL Z Through 
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Through all the valleys, hills, and plains. 
The goddefs Want in triumph reigns: 
And her chief officers of ftate. 
Sloth, Dirt, and Theft, around her wait. 

The BLESSINGS of a COUNTRY LIFE. 1725^ 

Far from our debtors ; no Dublin letters ; 
Not feen by our betters. 

The PLAGUES of a COUNTRY LIFE. 
A companion with news; a great want of fhoesj 
Eat lean meat, or choofe ; a church without pewfc i 
Our horfes aftray ; no ftraw, oats, or hay ; 
December in May; our boys run away; all fer 

at play. 



UPON STEALING A CROWN 
WHEN THE DEAN WAS ASLEEP. ' "^ 
BY DR. SHERIDAN. 

T^EAR Dean, fince you in fleepy wife 

Have op'd your mouth, and clos'd your eyttj 
Like ghoft, I glide along your floor, 
And foftly fhut the parlour-door: 
For, fhould I break your fweet repofe. 
Who knows what money you might lofe ; , 

Since oftentimes it has been found, 
A dream has given ten thoufand pound ? 
Then fleep, my friend ; dear dean, fleep on. 
And all you get fhall be your own ; J 

Provided you to this agree, J 

That all you lofe belongs to me« 

THE 



.? 
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THE DEAN'S ANSWER. 

O, about twelve at night, the punk 

Steals from the cully when he's drunk ; 

Nor is contented with a treat, 

Without her privilege to cheat. 

Nor can I the leaft difference find. 

But that you left no clap behind. 

But, jeft apart, reftore, you capon ye, 
• My twelve thirteens * and fix-pence ha'penny* 

To eat my meat, and drink my medlicot, 
;:-;And then to give me fuch a deadly cut — 

But 'tis obferv'd, that men in gowns 

Arc moft inclin'd to plunder crowns. 

Could you but change a crown as eafy 

As you can fteal one, how 'twould pleafe ye ! 

1 thought the lady f at St. Catharine's 
Knew how to fet you better patterns ; 

For this I will not dine with Agmondifham J, 
- And for his viduals let a ragman difh 'em. 

* A (hilling palFeth for thirteen pence in Ireland. 

f Lady Montcafticl. * 

■"{ Agmondifham Vefey, Efq; a very worthy gentleman, for whom 
he Dean had a great efleem. 



Z a • ODE 
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ODE ON SCIENCE*. 

/^H, heavenly-bom ! in deepeft dells 
If faireft fcience ever dwells 

Beneath the mofly cave ; 
Indulge the verdtire of the woods. 
With azure beauty gild the floods^ 

And flowery carpets lave. 

For, melancholy ever reigns 
Delighted in the fylvan fcenes 

With fcientific light ; 
While Dian, hufltrefs of the valed, 'i 

Seeks lulling founds and fanning gales^ 

Though wrapt from mortal fight. 

Yet, goddcfs, yet the way explore 

With magic rites and heathen lore * 

Obftruded and deprefsM : 
Till Wifdom give the facred Nine, .^ 

Untaught, not uninfpirM, to fhine. 

By Reafon's power redrefsM. 

When Solon and Lycurgiis taught. 
To moralize the human thought 

Of mad opinion's maze, 
To erring zeal they gave new laws. 
Thy charms, O Liberty, the caufe 

That blends congenial rays. 

* This is written in the fame ftylci and with the ftme dc&gn 
his Love-Song in the modern tafte, 

1 
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Bid bright x\ftr5ea gild the morn, 
Or bid a hundred funs be born, 

To hecatomb the year ; 
Without thy aid, in vain the poles. 
In vain the zodiac fyftem rolls. 

In vain the lunar fphere. 

Come, faireft princefs of the throng. 
Bring fweet philofophy along. 

In metaphyfic dreams ; 
While raptur'd bards no more behold 
A vernal age of purer gold. 

In Heliconian dreams. 

Drive Thraldom with malignant hand. 
To curfe fome other deftin'd land. 

By Folly led aftray : 
lerne bear on azure wing ; 
jEnergic let her foar, and iing 

Thy univerfal fway. 

So, when Amphion bade the lyre 
To more majeftic found afpire. 

Behold the madding throng, 
In wonder and oblivion drown'd. 
To fculpture turn'd by magic found, 

And petrifying fong. 



Z 3 STEl^luls:^ 
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• ■ 

STELLA'S BIRTH-DAY. 

March 13, 1726. 

^TpHIS day, whatever the Fates decree. 

Shall ftill be kept with joy by me : 
This day then let us not be told. 
That you are fick, and I grown old ; 
Nor think on our approaching ills, 
And talk of fpeftacles and pills,; J 

To-morrow will be time enough « J 

To hear fuch mortifying ftufF. . 

Yet, fince from reafon may be brought 
A better and more plcafmg thought, 
Which can, in fpite of all decays, ^ 

Support a few remaining days j J 

From not the graveft of Divines J 

Accept for once fome ferious lines. -^ 

Although we now can form no more -^ 

Long fchemes of life, as heretofore ; J 

Yet you, while time is running faft, i 

Can look with joy on what is paft. | 

Were future happinefs and pain 
A mere contrivance of the brain ; 
As atheifts argue, to entice 
And fit their profelytcs for vice ; 
(The only comfort they propofe. 
To have companions in their woes) 
Grant this the cafe ; yet fure 'tis hard 
' That virtue, ftylM its own reward. 

An 
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And by all fages underftood 
To be the chief of human good. 
Should afting die ; nor leave behind 
Some lafling pleafure in the mind, 
Which, by remembrance, will aflwage 
Grief, ficknefs, poverty, and age ; 
And ftrongly fhoot a radiant dart 
To fliine through life's declining part. 

Say, Stella, feel you no content, 
Refledting on a life well-fpent ? 
Your fkilful hand employed to fave 
Defpairing wretches from the grave ; 
And then fupporting with your ftore 
Xhofe whom you dragg'd from death before? 
So Providence on mortals waits, 
Preferving what it firft creates. 
Your generous boldnefs to defend 
An innocent and abfent friend ; 
That courage which can make you juft 
To merit humbled in the duft ; 
The detcftation you exprefs 
For vice in all its glittering drefs ; 
That patience under torturing pain. 
Where ftubbom Stoicks would complain : 
Muft thefe like empty fhadows pafs. 
Or forms refleded from a glafs ? 
Or mere chimeras in the mind, 
That fly, and leave no marks behind ? 
Does not the body thrive and grow 
By food of twenty years ago ? 
And, had it not been ftill fupplied. 
It mull a thoufand times have died. 

Z 4 Then 
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Then who with reafon can maint^n 
That no efFeds of food remain ? 
And is not virtue in mankind 
The nutriment that feeds the mind j 
Upheld by each good aftion paft. 
And ftill continued by the laft ? 
Then, who with reafon can pretend 
That all efFeds of virtue end ? 

Believe me, Stella, when you fhow 
That true contempt for things below, 
Nor prize your life for other ends, 
Than merely to oblige your friends ; 
Your former adlions claim their part. 
And join to fortify your heart. 
• For Virtue, in her daily race. 
Like Janus, boars a double face ; 
Looks back with joy where fhe has gone^ 
And therefore goes with courage on; 
She at your fickly Qouch will wait, 
And guide you to a better ftate. 

O then, whatever Heaven intends, -* 

Take pity on your pitying friends ! 
Nor let your ills affeft your m^pd, -.^j 

To fancy they can be unklndb ^ 

Me, furely me, you ought to- ^are, | 

Who gladly would your fuffering fliare | 
Or give my fcrap of life to you. 
And think it far beneath your due; 
You, to whofe care fo oft' I owe 
That I'm alive to tell you fo. 



HORACE, 
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HORACE, BOOK I. ODE XIV. 

Paraphrafedj and infcribed to Ir eland. 17 25. 

THE INSCRIPTION, 

Poor floating ifle, toft on ill fortune's waves, 
Ordain'd by fate to be the land of flaves ; 
Shall moving Delo9 now deep-rooted ftand : 
Thou, fix'd of old, be now thf moving land ? 
iLlthough the metaphor be worn and dale. 
Betwixt a date, and vefTel under fail ; 
Let me fuppofe thee for a (hip a-while. 
And thus add.<»jfs thee in the failor's ftyle-: 

T TNHAPPY ihip, thou art retum'd in vain ; 

New waves fhall drive thee to the deep agaku 
Look to thyfelf, and be no more the fport 
Of giddy winds, but make forae friendly port. 
Loft are thy oars, that us'd thy courfe to guide. 
Like faithful counfellors, on either fide. 
Thy maft, which like fome aged patriot ftood 
The fingle pillar for his country's good. 
To lead thee,' as a ftafF diredls the blind. 
Behold it cracks by ^on rough eaftern wind. 
Your cables burft, and you muft quickly feel 
The waves impetuous enter at your keel. 
Thus commonwealths receive a foreign yoke. 
When the ftrong cords of imion once are broke. 
Torn by a fudden tempeft is thy fail. 
Expanded to invite a milder gale. 

As when fome writer in a public caufe 
His pen, to fave a finking nation, draws, 

6 While 
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While all is calm, his arguments prevail ; 
The people's voice expands his paper-fail ; 
Till power, difcharging all her ftormy bags. 
Flutters the feeble pamphlet into rags. 
The nation fcar'd, the author doom'd to death. 
Who fondly put his truft in popular breath. 

A larger facrifice in vain you vow ; 
There's not a power above will help you now : 
A nation thus, who oft' Heaven's call negledts, 
In vain from injur'd Heaven relief expefts. 

'Twill not avail, when thy ftrong fides are broke, 
That thy defcent is from the Britifh oak ; 
Or, when your name and family you boaft^ 
From fleets triumphant o'er the Gallic coaft. 
Such was lerne's claim, as juft as thine, 
Her fons defcended from the Britifli line ; 
Her matchlefs fons, whofe valour ftill remains 

'i 

On French records for twenty long campaigns : j 
Yet, from an emprefs now a captive grown, 3 

She fav'd Britannia's rights, and loft her own. I 

In {hips decayed no mariner confides, 
Lur'd by the gilded ftem and painted fides : 
Yet at a ball unthinking fools delight 
In the gay trappings of a birth-day night : ^ 
They on the gold brocades and fattins rav'd. 
And quite forgot their country was enflav'd. 
Dear veflel, ftill be to thy fteerage juft, 
^ Nor change thy courfe with every fudden guft ; 
Like fupple patriots of the modern fort. 
Who turn with every gale that blows from coxut. 

Weary and fea-fick when in thee confin'd. 
Now for thy fafety cares diftrad: my mind j 

As 
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As thofe who long have ftood the ftorms of ftate, 
Retire, yet ftill bemoan their country's fate. 
Beware, and when you hear the furges roar. 
Avoid the rocks on Britain's angry fhore. 
They lie, alas ! too eafy to be found ; 
For thee alone they lie the ifland round. 



VERSES ON THE SUDDEN DRYING-UP OF 

ST. PATRICK'S-WELL, 

• NEAR. TRINITY-COLLEGE, DUBLIN, IJZC. 

"D Y holy zeal infpir'd, and led by fame, 

•^ To thee, once favourite ifle, with joy I came; 

What time the Goth, the Vandal, and the Hun, 

Had my own native Italy * o'er-run. 

lerne, to the world's remoteft parts. 

Renowned for valour, policy, and arts. 

Hither from Colchos f , with the fleecy ore, 
Jafon arrived two thoufand years before. 
Thee, happy ifland, Pallas call'd her own. 
When haughty Britaiit was a land unknown J : 

* Italy was not properly the native place of St. Patrick, bat the 
place. of his education, and where he received his miflion ; and be* 
caufe he had his new birth there, hence, by poetical licence, and 
by fcripture-iigure, our author calls that country his native Italy. 

t Orpheus, or the ancient author of the Greek poem on the 
Argonautic expedition, whoever he be, fays, that Jafon^ who 
manned the (hip Argos at The/Taly, failed to Ireland. 

I Tacitus, in the life of Julius Agricola, fays, that the harbours 
of Ireland, on account of their iX)mmerce, were better known to 
the world than thofe of Britain. 

Q From 
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From thee, with pride, the Caledonians trace 
The glorious founder of their kingly race : 
Thy martial fons, whom now they dare defpife. 
Did once their land fubdue and civilize : 
Their drefs, their language, and the Scottifli name, 
Confefs the foil from whence the victors came. 
Well may they boaft that ancient blood, which runs 
Within their veins, who are thy younger fons, 
A conqueft and a colony from thee : 
The mother-kingdom left her children free ; 
From thee no mark of flavery they felt : 
Not fo with thee thy bafe invaders dealt ; 
Invited here to vengeful Morrough's aid *, 
Thofe whom they could not conquer, they betray 'd. 
Britain, by thee we fell, ungrateful ifle ! 
Not by thy valour, but fuperior guile : 
Britain, with fliame, confefs this land of mine 
Firft taught thee human knowledge and divine f ; 
My prelates and my ftudents, fent from hence. 
Made your fons converts both to God and fenfe : 
Not like the paftors of thy ravcnouJ; breed, 
Who come to fleece the flocks, and not to feed. 

• In the reign of Henry II., Dermot M'Morrough, king of Lein- 
fler, being deprived of his kingdom by Roderick O'Connor, king 
ofGonnaught, he invited the Englifli over ais auxiliaries, and pro* 
mifed Richard Strongbow earl of Pembroke his daughter and all 
his dominions as a portion. By this afliilancc, M'Morrough reco- 
vered his crown, and Strongbow became poflefied of all Lcinfter. 
t St. Patrick arrived in Ireland in the year 431, and completed 
" the converfion of the natives, which had been begun by Palladips 
and others And, as bifhop Nicholfon obferves, Ireland foon be- 
came the fountain of learning, to which all the Weftem Chriftians, 
as well as the En;);li(h, had rccourfe, not only for inftruAions in the 
principles of reiif:ion, but in all forts of literature, *viXp Legendi ft 
Scbolajlica erudiiionis vrratid. 

Wretched 
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Wretched lerne! with what gtief I fee 
The fatal changes Time has made in thee \ 
The Chriftian rites I introduced in vain : 
Lo ! infidelity return'd again \ 
Freedom and virtue in thy Tons I found. 
Who now in vice and flavety are drownM^ 

By faith and prayer, this crofiet in my hand, 
I drove the venom'd ferpent from thy land : 
The fheplierd in his bower might fleep or fing *, 
Nor dread the adder's tooth, nor fcoipiori's fting. 

With omens oft' I ftrove lb warn ihy fwains. 
Omens, the types of thy impending chains, 
I fent the magpie from the Britilh foil. 
With reftlefs beak thy blooming fruit to fpoil ; 
To din thihe ears wi£h unharmonious clack. 
And haunt thy holy, walls in white and black. 
What elfe are thofe thou feeft in bifhop's geer. 
Who crop the nurferies of learning here ; 
Afpiring, greedy^ full of fenfelefs prate, 
Devour the church, and chatter to the ftate ? 

As you grew more degenerate and bafe, 
I fent you millions of the ^cr6aking race ; 
Emblems of infedts vile, who fpread their fpawn 
Through all thy laud, in armour, fur, and lawn j 
A naufeous brood, that fills your fenate walls. 
And in the chambers of your viceroy crawls ! 

See, where that neW-devouring vermin runs. 
Sent in my anger firom the land of I^uns ! 

• There are no frakes, vipers, or toads, in Ireland ; and even 
frogs were not known here until about tlie year 1700. The mag- 
pici came a fliort time before ; and the Nur'.vay rats fince. 

With 
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With harpy-claws it undermines the ground. 
And fudden fpreads a numerous offspring rounds 
Th' amphibious tyrant, with his ravenous band. 
Drains all thy lakes of fifli, of fruits thy land* 

Where is the holy well that bore my name ? 
Fled to the fountain back, from whence it came ! 
Fair Freedom's emblem once, which fmoothly flows, 
And bleffings equally on all beftows. 
Here, from the neighbouring f nurfery of arts. 
The ftudents, drinking, raised their wit and parts ; 
Here, for an age and more, improved their vein. 
Their Phoebus I, my fpring their Hippocrene. 
Difcourag'd youths ! now all their hopes muft fail, ' 
"CondemnM to country cottages and ale ; f 

To foreign prelates make a flavifh court, ' 1 

And by their fweat procure a mean fupport ; I 

Or, for the clafficks, read " Th' Attorney's Guide j** I 
CoUedi excife, or wait upon the tide. 

Oh ! had I been apdftle to the Swifs, j 

Or hardy Scot, or any land but this ; \ 

Combined in arms, they had their foes defied, 
And kept their liberty, or bravely died. 
Thou ftill with tyrants ifl fucceffion curfl:, J 

The laft invadels trampling on the firft : i 

Nor fondly hope for fomc reverfe of fate, i 

Virtue herfelf would now return too late. " ] 

Not half thy courfe of mifery is run. 
Thy greateft evils yet are fcarce begun. 
Soon (hall thy fons (the time is juft at hand] 
Be all made captives in their native land ; 

• The univerfity of Dublin, called Trinity College, wis fennded 
by queen Elizabeth in i C91. 
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When, for the ufe of no Hibernian born, 
Shall rife one blade of grafs, one ear of corn ; 
When fhells and leather fhall for money pafs. 
Nor thy opprefling lords afford thee brafs *. 
But all turn leafers to that f mongrel breed. 
Who, from thee fprung, yet on thy vitals feed ; 
Who to yon ravenous ifle thy treafures bear. 
And wafte in luxury thy harvefts there ; 
For pride and ignorance a proverb grown. 
The jcft of wits, and to the court unknown. 

I fcorn thy fpurious and degenerate line. 
And from this hour my patronage refign. 



ON READING DR. YOUNG'S SATIRES 

CALLED 

THE UNIVERSAL PASSION, 

BV WHICH HE MEANS PRIDE, 
1726. 

T F there be truth in what you fing. 
Such god-like virtues in the king ; 
A minifter J fo fiU'd with zeal 
And wifdom for the common-weal : 
If he § who in the chair prefides 
So fteadily the fenate guides : 

• Wood*s ruinous projcdl in 1724. 

f The abfentees, who fpent the income of their Iriih eftates, 
places, and pcnfions> in England. ' 

X Sir Robert WaJpoIe, afterwards earl of Orford,. 

§ Sir Spencer Compton, then fpeaker, afterwards carlofWil- 
QUngtoo, 

If 
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If others, whcJiti you make your theme, 
Are feconds in the glorious fcheme : 
If every peer, whom you coitimend, 
To Worth and learning be a friend: 
If this be truth, as you atteft. 
What land was ever half fo blcft ! 
No falfehood now among the great, 
And tradefmeil iioW no longer cheat ; 
Now on the bench fair Juftice (hincs ; 
Her fcale to neither fide inclines : 
Now Pride and Cruelty are flown. 
And Mercy here exalts her throne : 
For fuch is good example's power. 
It does its oflSce every hour. 
Where governors are good and wife j 
Or elfe the trueft maxim lies : 
For fo we find all ancient fages 
Decree, that, ad exemplum regis ^ 
Through all the realm his virtues run. 
Ripening and kindling like the fun. 
If this be true, then how much more 
When you have nam'd at leaft a fcore 
Of courtiers, each in their degree, 
If pofliblc, as good as he ! 

Or take it in a diflferent view. 
I alk (if what you fay be true) 
If you affirm the prcfent age 
Deferves your fatire's keeneft rage : 
If that fame univerfal paffion 
With every vice has fiU'd the nation : 
If virtue dares not ventiu'e down 
A fingle ftep beneath the crown : 



li 
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If clergymen, to (hew their wit, 
Praife clafficks more than holy writ i 
If bankrupts, when they are undone, 
Into the fenate-houfe can run^ 
And fell their votes at fuch a rate^ 
As will retrieve a loft eftate : 
If law be fuch a partial whore, 
To fpare the rich, and plague the poor: 
If thefe be of all crimes the worft. 
What land was ever half fo ciuil f 
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QUOTH the thief to the dog, let me into your door, 
^^And rU give you thefe delicate bits. 
;^oth the dog, I fhall then be more villain than you're, 
And befides muft be out of my wits. 

ifour delicate bits will not fefve me a meal. 
But my mafter each day gives me bread ; 

fou'll fly, when you get what you came here to fteal. 
And I muft be hang'd in your ftead. 

rheftock-jobber thus from 'Change-alley goesdown, 

And tips you the freeman a wink ; 
Let me have but your vote to ferve for the town, * 

And here is a guinea to drink. 

Jays the freeman, your guinea to-night would be (pent! 

Your offers of bribery ceafe : 
'11 vote for my landlord, to whom I pay rent, 

Or elfe I may forfeit my leafe. 
Vol. VII. A a From 
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From London they come, filly people to chou(e. 
Their lands and their faces unknown : 

Who'd vote a rogue into the parliament-houfe. 
That would turn a man out of his own 2 



A D V I C E 

TO THE 

GRUB-STREET VERSE-WRITERS. 1726. 

"VTE poets ragged and forlorn, 

Down from your garrets hafte ^ 
Ye rhymers dead as foon as born. 
Not yet confign'd to pafte* 

I know a trick to make you thrive ; 

O, 'tis a quaint device : 
Your ftill-born poems fhall revive. 

And fcorn to wrap up fpice. 

Get all your verfes printed fair. 

Then let them well be dried ; 
And Curll muft have a fpecial care 

To leave the margin wide. . 

Lend thefe to paper-fparing * Pope ; 

And when he fits to write. 
No letter with an envelope ? 

Could give him more delight. ] 

* The original copy of Mr. Pope's celebrated tranilation of Kfo*'i 
mer (preferved in the Britiih Mufenm) is almod entirely written oa ; 
the covers of letters^ and fome^mes between the lines of the lettcn 
thcmfelves. 
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When Pope has fiU'd the margins round, 

Why then recall your loan ; 
Sell them to Curll for fifty pound, 

And fwear they are your own. 



TO A LADY, 

Who defired the Author to write fomc Vcrfes upon 
her in the Heroic Style. 

AFTER venting all my fpite, 
^ • Tell me, what have I to write ? 

Every errbr •! could find 
Through the mazes of your mind. 
Have my bufy Mufe employ'd. 
Till the company was cloy'd. 
Are you pofitive and fretful, 
Heedlefs, ignorant, forgetful? 
Thofe, and twenty follies more, 
I have often told before. 

Hearken what my lady fays : 
Have I nothing then to praife ? 
Ill it fits you to be witty. 
Where a faulty fliould move your pity. 
If you think me too conceited. 
Or to paffion quickly heated ; 
If my wandering head be lefs 
Set on reading than on drefs ; 
If I always feem too dull t'ye^ ; 
I can folve the diffi — culty. 

You would teach. me to be wife; 
Truth and honour how to prize ; 

A a 2 How 
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How to fhinc in converfation. 
And with credit fill my ftation ; 
How to relifti notions high ; 
How to live, and how to die. 

But it was decreed by Fate — 
Mr. Dean, you come too late. 
Well I know, you can difcern, 
I am now too old to learn : 
Follies, from my youth inftiird. 
Have my foul entirely fiU'd ; 
In my head and heart they center. 
Nor will let your leflbns enter. 

Bred a fondling and an heireft j • 
Dreft like any Lady Mayorefs ; 
Cocker'd by the fervants roiind, 
Was too good to touch the ground ; 
Thought the life of every lady 
Should be one continual play-day — 
Balls, and mafquerades, and fhows, 
Vifits, plays, and powderM beaux* 

Thus you have my cafe at large. 
And may now perform your charge. 
Thofe materials I have furnifh'd. 
When by you rcfin'd and burnifhM, 
Muft, that all the world may know *em. 
Be reduc'd into a Poem. 

But, I beg, fufpend a while 
That fame paultry, burlefque ftyle ; 
Drop for once your conftant rule, 
Turning all to ridicule; 
Teaching others how to ape you ; 
Court nor Parliament can Ycapc you j 



Treat 
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Treat the publick and your friends 
Both alike, while neither mends. 

Sing my praife in ftrain fublime : 
Treat me not with doggrel rhyme. 
'Tis but juft, you fhould produce, 
With each fault, each fault's cxcufe j 
Not to publilh every trifle. 
And my few perfeQions ftifle. 
With fome gifts at leaft endow me. 
Which my very foes allow me. 
Am I fpiteful, proud, unjuft ? 
Did I ever break my truft ? 
Which of all our modern dames 
Cenfures lefs, or lefs defames ? 
In good-manners am I faulty ? 
Can you call me rude or haughty ? 
Did I e'er my mite withhold 
From the impotent and old ? 
When did ever I omit 
Due regard for men of wit ? 
When have I efteem exprefs'd 
For a coxcomb gaily drefsM ? 
Do I, like the female tribe. 
Think it wit to fleer and gibe? 
Who with lefs defigning ends 
Kindlier entertains her friends ; 
With good words and countenance fprightly, 
Strives to treat them more politely ? 

Think not cards my chief diverfion : 
*Tis a wrong, unjuft afperfion : 
Never jcnew I any good in 'em. 
But to dofe my he^d like laudanum. 

A a 3 We 
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We, by play, as men, by drinking, 
Pafs our nights, to drive out thinking*. 
From my ailments give me leifure, 
I fliall read and think with pleafure ; 
Converfation learn to relilh, 
And with books my mind embellifh, 

Now, methinks, I hear you cry, 
Mr. Dean, you muft reply, 

Madam, I allow 'tis trqe : 
All thefc praifea are your due. 
You, like fome acute philofopher. 
Every fault have drawn a glofs over i 
Placing in the ftrongeft light 
All your virtue to my fight. 

Though you lead a blamelpfs life. 
Are an humble prudent wife, 
Anfwer all domeftic ends : 
What is this to us your friends ? 
Though your children by a nod j 

Stand in awe without a rod ; ] 

Though, by your obliging fway, j 

Servants love you, and obey j 
Though you treat us with a fnule ; 
Clear your looks, and fmooth your ftyle j 
Load our plates from every difh ; 1 

This is not the thing we wifh. 

Colonel may be your debtor j 

We expedl employment better. . 
You muft learn, if you would gain u^g^ 
With good fenfe to entertain us* 

Scholars, when good fenfe defcribingi^ 
Call it tafting and imbibing : 

5 Metaphori 



T O A L A D Y. 359 

Metaphoric meat and drink 
Is to underftand and think : 
We may carve for others thus ; 
And let others carve for us ; 
To difcourfe, and to attend. 
Is, to help yourfelf and friend. 
Converfation is but carving ; 
Carve for all, yourfelf is ftarving : 
Give no more to every gueft, 
Than he's able to digeft ; 
Give him always of the prime ; 
And but little at a time. 
Carve to all but juft enough : 
Let them neither ftarve nor fluff: 
And, that you may have your due. 
Let your neighbours carve for you. 
This comparxfon will hold. 
Could it well in rhyme be told. 
How converfmg, liflening, thinking, 
Juftly may refemble drinking j 
For a friend a glafs you fill, 
What is this but to inftill ? 

To conclude this long effay j 
Pardon, if I difobey ; 
Nor, againfl my natural vein. 
Treat you in heroic fbrain. 
I, as all the parifh knows. 
Hardly can be grave in profe : 
Still to lafh, and lafhing fmile, 
111 befits a lofty flyle. 
From the planet of my birth 
I encounter vice with mirth. 

A a 4 \^ vO«J^\ 
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Wicked minifters of ftate 

I can cafier fcorn than hate ; 

And I find it anfwers right : 

Scorn torments them more than Ipitc, 

All the vices of a court 

Do but ferve to make me fport. 

Were I in feme foreign realm^ 

Which all vices overwhelm ; 

Should a monkey wear a crown^ 

Muft I tremble at his frown ? 

Could I not, through all his ermine, 

^Spy the ftrutting, chattering vermin ? 

Safely write a fmart lampoon. 

To expofe the brifk baboon ? 

When my Mufe oflBcious ventures 
On the nation's reprefenters : 
Teaching by what golden rules 
Into knaves they turn their fools : 
How the helm is rulM by Walpole, 
At whofe oars, like flaves, they all pull j 
Let the veflcl iplit on fhelves ; 
With the freight enrich themfelves : 
Safe within my little wherry. 
All their madnefs makes me merry ; 
Like the watermen of Thames, 
I row by, and call them names ; 
Like the ever-laughing fage. 
In a jeft I fpend my rage : 
(Though it muft be underftood, 
I would hang them, if I could) 
If I can but fill my nitch, 
I attempt no higher pitch j 



Lpavi 
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Leave to D'Anvers and his mate 
Maxims wife to rule the (late. 
Pulteney deep, accomplifh'd St. Johns, 
Scourge the villains with a vengeance : 
Let me, though the fmell be noifome. 
Strip their bums ;. let Caleb hoife *em ; 
Then apply Alefto's whip. 
Till they wriggle, howl, and fkip. 

Deuce is in you, Mr. Dean ; 
What can all this paffion mean ? 
Mention courts! you'll ne'er be quiet 
On corruptions running rioL 
End as it befits your ftation ; 
Come to ufe and application : 
Nor with fenates keep a fufs. 
I fubmit ; ' and anfwer thus : 

If the machinations brewing. 
To complete the public ruin. 
Never once could have the powe* 
To afFe<a me half an hour; 
Sooner would I write in buflcins. 
Mournful elegies on * Bluefkins* 
If I laugh at Whig and Tory j 
I conclude a fortiori^ 
All your eloquence will fcarcc 
Drive me from my favourite farce. 
This I muft infift on : for, as 
It is well obferv'd by f Horace, 

^ The famous thief, who, while on his tria} at the Old BailejTt 
fobbed Jonathan Wild. 
f *< Ridiculum acri, 5:c." 
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Ridicule has greater power 
To reform the world, than four. 
Horfes thus, let jockies judge elle. 
Switches better guide than cudgels. 
Ballings heavy, dry, obtufe. 
Only dulnefs can produce ; 
While a little gentle jerking 
Sets the fpirits all a-working. 

Thus, I find it by experiment, 
Scolding moves you leis than merriment* 
I may ftorm and rage in vain j 
It but ftupifies your brain. 
But with raillery to nettle. 
Sets your thoughts upon your mettle \ 
Gives imagination fcope ; 
Never lets your mind elope ; 
Drives out brangling and contention, 
Brings in reafon and invention. 
For your fake, ^s well as mine, 
I the lofty ftylc decline. 

I ihould make a figure fcurvy, j 

And your head turn topfy-turvy. ^ 

I, who love to have a fling | 

Both at fenate-houfe and king ; J 

That they might fome better way tread^ \ 

To avoid the public hatred j 
Thought no method more commodious. 
Than to fhew their vices odious ; 
Which I chofe to make appear. 
Not by anger, but a fneer. 
As my method of reforming. 
Is by laughing, not by ftorming, 

(For 
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(For my friends have always thought 

Tendernefs my greateft fault) 

Would you have me change my ftyle ? 

On your faults no longer fmile ; 

But, to patch up all our quarrels. 

Quote you texts from Plutarch's Morals j 

Or from Solomon produce 

Maxims teaching WifdQin^s ufe ? 

If I treat you like a crown*d-head. 
You have cheap enough compounded i 
Can you put in higher claims, 
Than the owners of St. James ? 
You are not fo great a grievance. 
As the hirelings of St. Stephen's. 
You are of a lower clafs 
Than my friend Sir Robert Brafs. 
None of thcfe have mercy found : 
I have laugh'd, and lafh'd them round. 

Have you feen a rocket fly ? 
You would fwear it picrcM the (ky : 
It but reached the middle mir, 
Burfting into pieces there ; 
Thoufand fparkles falling down 
Light on many a coxcomb's crown : 
See what mirth the fport creates ; 
Singes hair, but breaks no pates. 
Thus, Ihould I attempt to climlj, 
Treat you in a ftyle fublime, 
Such i rocket is my Mufe : 
Should I lotty numbers chufe. 
Ere I reach'd P^rnafTus' top, 
I ihould burft, and burfting drop, 
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All my fire would fall in fcraps ; 

Give your head fome gentle raps ; 

Only make it fmart a while : 

Then could I forbear to fmile. 

When I found the tingling pain 

Entering warm your frigid brain } 

Make you able upon fight 

To decide of wrong and right ; 

Talk with fenfe whate*er you pleafe on j 

Learn to relifh truth and reafon ? 

Thus we both fhall gain our prize ; 
I to laugh, and you grow wife. 



P A L I N O D I A. 
HORACE, BOOK I. ODE XVI, 

/^REAT Sir, than Phoebus more divine, 
^^ Wliofe verfes far his rays outfliine. 

Look down upon your quondam foe ; 
Oh ! let me never write again, 1 

If e'er I difoblige you. Dean, 

Should you compaflion fhow, 



Take thofe lambicks which I wrote, 
When anger made me piping hot. 

And give them to yoyr cook. 
To finge your fowl, or fave your pafte. 
The next time when you have a feaft j 

They'll fave you many a book. 



To 
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To burn them, you are not content } 
I give you then my free confent. 

To fmk them in the harbour : 
If not, they'll ferve to fet off blocks^ 
To roll on pipes, and twift in locks ; 

So give them to your barber. 

Or, when you next your phyfick take, 
I muft intreat you then to make 

A proper application ; 
'Tis what I've done myfelf before, 
With Dan's fine thoughts, and many more, 

Who gave me provocation. 

What cannot mighty anger do ? 

It makes the weak the ftrong purfue, 

A goofe attack a fwan ; 
It makes a woman, tooth and nail. 
Her huflband's hands and face affail. 

While he's no longer man. 

Though fome, we find, are more difcreet, "^ 
Before the world are wondrous fweet, 

And let their hufbands hedlor : 
But, when the world's afleep, they wake. 
That is the time they chufe to fpeak ; 

Witnefs the curtain-lecture. 

Such was the cafe with you, I find : 
All day you could conceal your mind ; 

But when St. Patrick's chimes 
Awak'd your Mufe (my midnight curfe, 
When I engag'd for better for worfe) 
. You fcolded with your rhymes. 

2 '^'a;:^^ 
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Have done ! have dofie! I quit the fidd^ 
To you, as to my v^rife, I yield : 

As fhe muft wear the breeches : 
So fhall you wear the laurel crown^ 
"Win if, and wear it, *tis your own j 

The poet's only riches* 



EEC'S* BlRTH-bAVi 
November 8, lyiS. 

^TpHlS day, dear Bee, is thy nativity J 

Had Fate a luckier one, ftie'd give It ye : j 
She chofe a thread of greateft lengthy ? 

And doubly twifted it for ftrength ; 
Nor will be able with her fhears 
To cut it off thefe forty years. 
Then who fays care will kill a cat ? 
Rebecca fhews they're out in that. 
For ihc, though over-run with care. 
Continues healthy, fat, and fair. 

As, if the gout fhould feize the head, 
Dofkors pronounce the patient dead ; 
But, if they can, by all their arts, 
Eje6t it to th' extremeft parts. 
They give the fick man joy, and praufe 
The gout, that will prolong his days. 
Rebecca thus I gladly greet. 
Who drives her cares to hands and feet : 
For, though philofophers maintain 
The limbs are guided by the brain, 



Mrs. Dingley. 



Quite 



BEC'S BIRTH-DAY. 367 

Quite contrary Rebecca's fed, 

Her hands and feet condudl her head, • • ' 

By arbitrary power convey her, 

She ne'er confiders why, or where : 

Her hands may meddfe, feet may wander, 

Her head is but a mere by-ftander ; 

And all her buftling but fupplics 

The part of wholefome exereife. 

Thus nature ha^ refolvM to pay her 

The cat's nine lives, and eke the care- 
Long may fhe live, and help her friends 

Whene'er it fuits her private ends ; 

Domeftic bufmefs never mind 

Till coffee has her ftomach lin'd ; 

But, when her breakfaft gives her courage, 

Then think on Stella's chicken-porridge; 

I mean when Tiger * has been ferv'd. 

Or elfe poor Stella may be ftarv'dr 
May Bee have many an evening nap, 

With Tiger flabbering in her lap ; 

But always take a fpecial care 

She does not overfet the chair ! 

Still be fhe curious, never hearken 

To any fpeech but Tiger's barking ! 
And when fhe's in another fcene, 

Stella long dead, but firft the Dean, 

May fortune and her coffee get her 

Companions that will pleafe her better ! 

Whole afternoons will fit befide her, 

Nor for negleds or blunders chide her j 

• Mrs. Dingley*s favourite lap-dog. 

A ^oodV^ 
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A goodly fet as can be found 
Of hearty goflips prating round ; 
Frefli from a wedding or a chriftening. 
To teach her ears the art of liftening. 
And pleafe her more to hear them tattle, 
Than the Dean ftorm, or Stella rattle. 
Late be her death, one gentle nod, 
When Hermes, waiting with his rod. 
Shall to Elyfian fields invite her, 
Where there will be no cares to fright her ! 



ON THE COLLAR OF TYGER, 

MRS. DINGLEY'S LAP-DOC 

pR A Y Ileal me not ; Fm Mrs. Dingley's, 
Whofe heart in this four-footed thing lies. 



EPIGRAMS ON WINDOWS. 

Moft of them written in lyiSm 

L On a Window at an Inn. 

XXZE fly from luxury and wealth. 

To hardfliips in purfuit of health ; 
From generous wines and coftly fare, 
And dozing in an eafy chair ; 
Purfue the Goddefs Health in vain. 
To find her in a country fcene. 
And every where her footfteps trace, 
And fee her marks in every face ; 



And 
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And ftill her favourites we meet, 
Crowding the roads with naked feet* 
But, oh ! fo faintly we piirfile, 
We ne'er can have her full in view; 

11. At an Inn in England. 

'Tp H E giafs, by lovers* nohfenfe blurfM^ 

Dims and obfcures otir fight : 
So when our paffions Love has ftirr'd. 
It darkens Reafon's light; 

llL ANdtHfift *; 

npHE church and clergy hete^ no doubt. 

Are very near a-kin ; 
Both weather-beaten are without ; 
And empty both within. 

iV. At CHESTERi 

T%TY landlord is civil. 

But dear as the d — 1 : 
Your pockets grow empty^ 
With nothing to tempt ye : 
The wine is fo four, 
^Twill give you a fcour : 
The beer and the aid 
.. Are mingled with ftale* 
The veal is fuch cariori, 
A dog would be weary on^ 
All this I have felt, 
For I live on a fmelt* i? 

• Written at Chcften 

. Vol. VIL B b tr. K^. 
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V. Another, in Chester, 

, ^T^ H E walls of this town 
Are full of renown, 
And ftrangers delight to walk round 'em : 
But as for the dwellers, 
Both buyers and fellers, 
For me, you may hang 'em, or drown *eiiu 

Vl. Another^ at HolVhead*. 

Q NEPTUNE ! Neptune ! muft I ftill 

Be here detained againft my will ? 
Is this your juftice, when Fm come 
Above two hundred miles from home I 
O'er mountains fteep^ o'er dufty plains. 
Half choak'd with duft, half drown'd wiA rains)/; 
Only your Godfhip to implore, 
To let me kifs your other fhore ? 
A boon fo fmall ! biit I may weep, 
While you're, like Baal, faft aQeep^ 

VII. Another, written upon a WmDOW wl 
there was no Writing before. 

^TpHANKS to my ftars, I once can fee 

A window here from fcribbling free ! ^,j 
Here no conceited coxcombs pafs, - •'; 

To fcratch their paultry drabs on glafs j 
Nor party-fool is calling names. 
Or dealing crowns to George and James. 

• Thefe vcrfes arc figned J— K— , but written, as it isprefamcd, 
in Dr, Swift's iiaiid. 

vin. Oa 
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VlIL On feeing Verses written upon Windows 
at Inns. 

npHE fage, who faid he fhould be proud 

Of windows in his breaft^ 
Becaufe he ne'er a thought allow'd 
That might not be confeft j 

His window fcrawlM by every rake, 
His breaft again would cover ; 
- And fairly bid the devil take 

The diamond and the lover. 

«. 

IX. A N O T H E U. 

T> Y Satan taught, all conjurers know 
Your miftrefs in a glaf? to ihow, 

And you can do as much : 
In this the devil and you agree ! 
None e'er made verfes worfe than he, 

And thine I fwear are fuch. 

X, Another. 

^TpHAT love is the devil, FU prove when required j 

* Thofe rhymers abundantly ftiow it : 
Tlicy fwear that they all by love are infpir'd, 
And the devil's a damnable poet* 



Bb 2 TC<^ 



372 SWIFT'S POEMS, 



to JANUS, ON NEW-YEAR'S DAY. 

'T^ WO-facM Janus, god of Time ! 
Be my Phoebus while I rhime ; 
To oblige your crony Swift, 
Bring our dame a new-year's gift : 
She has got but half a face ; 
Janus, fmce thoii haft a brace. 
To my lady once be kind ; 
Give her half thy face behind. 

God of Time, if you be wife. 
Look not with your future eyes ; 
What imports thy forward iight ? 
Well, if you could lofe it quite. '^ 

Can yoti take delight in viewing ; 

This poor * Ifle's approaching ruin, j 

When thy retrofpedlion vaft -] 

Sees the glorious ages paft ? ■ 

Happy njltion, were we blind. 
Or had only eyes behind ! 

Drown your morals, madam tries, 
ril have none but forward eyes ; 
Prudes decayed about may tack. 
Strain their ncck« with looking back. 
Give me Time when coming on : 
Who regards him when he's gone ? 
By the Dean though gravely told. 
New years help to make me old} 

• Ireland. 
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Yet I find a new year's lace 
Bumifhes an old year's face : 
Give me velvet and quadrille^ 
rU have youth and beauty flilL 



A PASTORAL DIALOGUE. 

Written after the News of the * King's death, 

r Richmond-Lodge is a houfe with a fmall park belonging to 
the Crown, It was ufually granted by the Crown for a leafe 
of years. The Duke of Ormond was the laft "who had it. 
After his p^ile, it was given to the Prince of Wales by the 
King. The Prince and Princefs ufually paflTed their fummex 
there. It is within a mile of Richmond. 

Marble-Hill is a houfe built by Mrs. Howard, then of the 
bed-chamber, now countefs of Suffolk, and groom of the 
ftole to the Queen. It is on the Middlefex fide, near Twick- 
enham, where Mr. Pope ^lived, and about two .miles from 
Richmond-lodge. Mr. Pope w?i§ the contriver of the gar- 
dens. Lord Herbert the architeft, th^ Dean of St. Patrick's 
chief butler and keeper of the Ice-houfe, Upon King George's 
death, thefe two houfes met, and had the following Diat 
logue. 

TN fpite of Pope, in fpite of Gay, 
And all that he pr they can fay j 
Sing on I muft^ and fing I will 
Of Richmond-lodge and Marble-JiilU 

* George L whp d;ed after a fhort ficknefs by eating a melon, at 
Ofi^aburg, in his vvay to Hanover, June ii» 1727. — The poem was 
carried to coort, and read to king George II. and queen Caroline. 

B b 3 Laft 
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Laft Friday night, as neighbours ufc. 
This couple met to talk of news : 
For, by old proverbs it appears, 
That walls have tongues, and hedges ears, 

M ARBLE-HILL. 

Quoth Marble-hill, right well I ween. 
Your mlftrefs now is grown a queen : 
You'll find it foon by woeful proof; 
She'll come no more beneath your roof, 

RICHMOND-LODGE. 

The kingly prophet well evinces. 
That we fhould put no truft in princes; 
My royal mafter promised me 
To raife me to a high degree ; 
But now he's grown a king, God wot, 
I fear I fliall be foon forgot. 
You fee, when folks havp got their cnds,^ 
How quickly they negledt their friends j 
Yet I may fay, 'twixt me and you. 
Pray Gpd, they now may find as true ! 

, MARBLE-HIl^L. 

My houfe was buik but for a fhow, 
My lady's empty pockets know ; 
And now fhe will not have a {hilling, 
To raife the flairs, or build the ceiling } 
For all the courtly madams round 
Now pay four fhillings in the pound : 
'Tis come to what I always thought : 
My dame is hardly worth a groat. 



Ha( 



A PASTORAL DIALOGUE, ^75 

Had you and I been courtiers born, 
We fliould not thus have lain forlorn : 
For thofe we dextrous courtiers call, 
Can rife upon their mafters' fall. 
But we, unlucky and unwife, 
Muft fall becaufe our mafters rife, 

RICHMOND -I^ODGE, 

My matter, fcarce a fortnight fince, 
Was grown as wealthy as a prince j 
But now it will be no fuch thing. 
For he'll be poor as any king ; 
And by his crown will nothing get. 
But like a king to run in debt. 

^ MARBLE. HJLL. 

No more the Dean, that grave divine, 
Shall keep the key of my no— wine ; 
My ice-houfe rob, as heretofore. 
And fteal my artichokes no more ; 
Poor Patty Blount no more be feen 
Bedraggled in my walks fo green : 
Plump Johnny Gay will now elope ; 
And here no more will dangle Pope. 

RICHMOND-LODGE. 

Here wont the Dean, when he*s to feek, 
To fpunge a breakfaft once a week ; 
To cry the bread was ftale, and mutter 
Complaints againft the royal butter^ 
But now I fear it will be faid. 
No butter fticks upon his bread* 

B b 4 Wc 
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We foon fhall find him full of fplecn. 
For want of tattling to the queen ; 
Stunning Jier royal eaK with talking ; 
His reverence and her highnefs walking : 
While lady Charlotte*, like a ftroUer, 
Sits mounted on the garden-roller. 
A goodly fight to fee her ride 
With ancient Mirmont f at her fide. 
In velvet cap his head lies warm ; 
His hat for fhow beneath his arm*] 

MARBLE-HILL, 

Some South-Sea broker from the city 
Will purchafe me, the more's the pity ; 
Lay all my fine plantations wafte, 
To fit them to his vulgar tafte ; 
Changed for the worfe in every part, 
My maftgr Pope will break his heart* 

RICHMOND-LODGE. 

In my own Thames may I be drownded^ 
If e'er I ftoop beneath a crown'd-head : 
Except her majefty prevails 
To place me with the prince of Wales j 
And then I fhall be free from fears, 
For he'll be prince thefe fifty years, 
I then will turn a courtier too. 
And ferve the times, as others do. 
Plain loyalty, not built on hope, 
I leave to your contriver. Pope ; 

• Lady Charlotte de RoufTy, a French lady. 

•f Marquis de Mirinont, a French iqan of quality. 
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None loves his king and country better, 
Yet none was ever lefs their debtor. 

MARBLE-HILL, 

Then let him come and take a nap 
In fummer on my verdant lap : 
Prefer our villas, where the Thames is, 
To Kenfmgton, or hot St. James's j 
Nor fhall I dull in filence fit j 
For 'tis to me he owes his wit ; 
My groves, my echoes, and my birds, 
Jiave taught him his poetic words. 
We gardens, and you wildernefles, 
Affift all poets in diftrefles. 
Him twice a week I here expedJ:, 
To rattle Moody * for negledl ; 
An idle rogue, who fpends his quartridgq 
In tippling at the Dog and Partridge j 
And I can hardly get him down 
Three times a week to brufh mjr gown^ 

RICHMOND-LODGE, 

I pity you, dear Marble-hill ; 
But hope to fee you flourifh ftill, 
All happinefs — and fo adieu. 

M ARBLE-HILL. 

Kind Richmond-lodge, the fame to you* 

• The gardener. 
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. DESIRE AND POSSESSION- i 



727. 



^'TpIS ftrange, what different thoughts infpire 

In men, Poffeffion, and Defire ! 
Think what they wifh fo great a bleffing ; 
So difappointed when poflefEng ! 

A moralift profoundly fage 
(I know not in what book or page. 
Or whether o'er a pot of ale) 
Related thus the following tale. 

Poffeffion, and Defire his brother. 
But fHll at variance with each other. 
Were feen contending in a race ; 
And kept at firfl an equal pace : 
'Tis faid, their courfe continued long ; 
For this was adive, that w^as flrong : 
Till Envy, Slander, Sloth, and Doubt, 
Mifled them many a league about. 
SeducM by fome deceiving light. 
They take the wrong way for the right ; 
Through flippery by-roads dark and deep^ 
They often climb, and often creep^ 

Defire, the fwifter of the two, » 

Along the plain like lightning flew 5 
Till, entering on a broad high-way. 
Where power and titles fcatter'd lay. 
He flrove to pick up all he found. 
And by excurfions lofl his ground : 
No fooner got, than with difdain 
He threw them on the ground again; 

And 
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And hafted forward to purfue 
Frefli objeSs fairer to his view ; 
In hope to fpring fome nobler game | 
But all he took was juft the fame : 
Too fcomful now to flop his pace^ 
He fpurn'd them in his rival's face. 

PoflefSon kept the beaten road. 
And gather'd all his brother ftrow'd ; 
J3ut overcharged, and out of wind, 
Though ftrong in limbs, he laggM behindt 

Defire had now the goal in fight : 
It was a tower of monftrous height ; 
Where on the fummit Fortune Hands, 
A crown and fceptre in her hands j 
Beneath a chafm as deep as hell, 
Where many a bold adventurer fell. 
Defire in rapture gaz'd a while, 
And faw the treacherous goddefs fmile ; 
But, as he climb'd to grafp the crown. 
She knock'd him with the fceptre down ! 
He tumbled in the gulph profound j 
There doom'd to whirl an endlefs round. 

Poffeffion's load was grown fo great. 
He funk beneath the cumberous weight 2 
And, as he now expiring lay, 
Flocks every pminous bird of prey ; 
The raven^ vulture, owl, and kite. 
At once upon his carcafe light. 
And ftrip his hide, and pick his bones, 
Regardlefs of his dying groans. 

ON 
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ON CENSURE. 1727, 

Y^E wife, inftrudl me to endure 

" An evil, which admits no cure ; 
Or, how this evil can be borne. 
Which breeds at once both hate and fcorn, 
Bare innocence is no lupport, 
When you are try'd in Scandal^s court. 
Stand high in honour, wealth, or wit : 
All others, who inferior fit. 
Conceive themfelves in confcience bound 
To join, and drag you to the ground. 
Your altitude ofFenrls the eyes 
Of thofe who want the power to rife, 
The world, a willing ftander-by. 
Inclines to aid a fpecious lie: 
Alas ! they would not do you wrong ; • 
But all appearances are ftrong ! 

Yet whence proceeds this weight we lay 
On what detrad:ing people fay ? 
For let mankind difcharge their tongues 
In venom, till they burft their lungs. 
Their utmoft malice cannot make 
Your head, or tooth, or finger ake ; 
Nor fpoil your fhape, diftort your face. 
Or put one feature out of place ; 
Nor will you find your fortune fink 
By v/hat they fpeak or what they think ; 
Nor can ten hundred thoufand lies 
Make you lefs virtuous, Icarn'd, or wife. 

The moft cfFcdual way to baulk 
Their malice, is — to let them talk. 

the; 
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THE FURNITURE 
OF A WOMAN'S MINa 1727! 

Set of phrafes leam'd by rote ; 

A paflion for a fcarlet-coat ; 
When at a play to laugh, or cry^ 
Yet cannot tell the reafon Why ; 
Never to hold her tongue a minute. 
While all fhe prates has nothing in it ; 
Whole hours can with a coxcomb fit. 
And take his nonfenfe all for wit; 
Her learning mounts to read a fong. 
But half the words pronouncing wrong ; 
Has every repartee in ftore 
She fpoke ten thoufand times before ; 
Can ready compliments fupply 
On all occafions, cut and dry ; 
Such hatred to a parfon's gown, 
The fight will put her in a fwoon ; 
For converfation well endued. 
She calls it witty to be rude ; 
And, placing raillery in railing. 
Will tell aloud your greateft failing ; 
Nor make a fcruple to expofe 
Your bandy leg, or crooked nofe ; 
Can at her morning tea run o'er 
The fcandal of the day before ; 
Improving hourly in her fkill, 
To cheat and wrangle at quadrille. 
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^ In choofing lace, a critick nice, 
Knows to a groat the loweft price ; 
Can in her female clubs difpute. 
What linen beft the filk will fuit, 
What colours each complexion match. 
And where with art to place a patch. 

If chance a moufe creeps in her fight. 
Can finely counterfeit a fright ; 
So fweetly fcreams, if it comes near heri 
She ravifhes all hearts to hear her. 
Can dextroufly her hufband teafe, 
By taking fits when^e'er flie pleafe ; 
By frequent practice learns the trick 
At proper fcalbas to be fick j 
Thinks nothing gives one airs fo pretty^ 
At once creating love and pity j 
If MoUy haf^ens to be carelefs, 
And but negleds to warm her hair-Iacei 
She gets a cold as fure as death. 
And vows fhe fcarce cart fetch her br^th| 
Admires how modefl women can 
Be fo robuftious, like a man. 

In partyj furious to her power j 
A bitter Whig, or Tory four ; 
Her arguments dire^ly tend 
Againft the fide fhe would defend ; 
Will prove herfelf a Tory plain, 
From principles the Whigs maintain ; 
And, to defend the Whiggiih caufe. 
Her topicks from the Tories draws. 

O yes ! if any man can find 
More virtues in a woman's mind. 

Lei 
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Let them be fent to Mrs. Harding * ; 
SheMI pay the charges to a farthing ; 
Take notice, fhe has my commiflloa 
To add them in the next edition j 
"sniey may out*feil a better thing : 
So, halloo, boys j God fave the king ! 



CLEVER TOM CLINCH 
GOING TO BE HANGED. 1727* 

S dever Tom Clinch, while the rabWe was bawl- 

' ing, 

Rode ftately through Holborn to die in his calling, 
He ftopt at the George for a bottle of fack, 
And promised to pay for it when he came back* 
His waiftcoat, and ftockings, and breeches, were 

white ; 
His cap had a new cherry ribband to tye \. 
The maids to the doors and the balconies ran. 
And faid, " Lack-a-day ! he*s a proper young man !" 
But, as from the windows the ladies he fpy'd^ 
Like a beau in the box, he bowM low on each fide; 
And, when his laft fpeech the loud hawkers did cry, 
He fwore from his cart, " It was all a damn'd lye '/' 
The hangman for pardon fell down on his knee ; 
Tom gave him a kick in the guts for his fee: 
Then faid, I muft fpeak to the people a little ; 
But rU fee you all daiim'd before I will f whittle. 

♦ Widow of John Harding, the Drapicr*s printer. 
f A cant word for confeffing at the gallows. 

4 My 
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My honeft friend * Wild (may he long hold his place) 
He lengthened my life with a whole year of grace. 
Take courage, dear comrades, and be not afraid. 
Nor flip this occafion to follow your trade ; 
My confcience is clear, and my fpirits are calm. 
And thus I go off without prayer-book or pfalm ; 
Then follow the pradice of clever Tom Clinch, 
Who hung like a hero, and never would flinch« 



DR. SWIFT TOMR. POPE, 
WHILE HE WAS WRITING THE DUNCIAD. 

p OPE has the talent well to fpeak. 

But not to reach the ear; 
His loudeft voice is low and weak, 
The Dean too deaf to hear. 

A while they on each other look. 

Then different ftudies choofe ; 
The Dean fits plodding on a book ; 

Pope walks, and courts the Mufe. 

Now backs of letters, though defign'd 
For thofe who more will need 'em. 
Are fiird with hints, and interlin d, 

Himfelf can hardly read 'em. 

••^ 
Each atom by fome other ftruck 

All turns and motions tries: 
Till, in a lump together ftuck, 
Behold a Poem rife ! 

• The noted thicf-catcher, undcr-kecpct of Ntwgate« llto WIS 
haftged for receiving ftolen goods. 
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Yet to the Dean his fhare allot ; 

He claims |t by a canon ; ' 

That without Which a thing is not, 

Is, daufajine qud non. 

Thus, Pope, in vain you boaft your wit j 

For, had our deaf Divine 
Been for your converlation fit, 

You had not writ a line. 

Of Sherlock * thus, for preaching fam'd, 

The Sexton reafon'd well ; 
And juftly half the merit claim'd, 

Becaufe he rang the bell. 



A LOVE POEM 

FROM A PHYSICIAN TO HIS MISTRESS* 

Written at London in the Year 1727^ 

T) Y Poets we are well afTurM 

That Love, alas! can ne'er be cur'd : 
A complicated heap of ills, 
Defpifmg bolufes and pills. 
Ah ! Chloe, this I find is true^ 
*l5ince firft I gave my heart to you. 
Now, by your cruelty hard-bound, 
I (brain my guts, my colon wound. 

* The Dean of St. Paul's, father to the bifhop. 

Vol- VIL C c Now 
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Now jealoufy, my grumbling tripes 

Aflaults with grating, grinding gripes* 

When pity in thofc eyes I view. 

My bowels wambling make me fpew* 

When I an amorous kifs defignM, 

I belch'd a hurricane of wind. 

Once you a gentle Iigh let fall ; 

Remember how I fuck'd it all : 

What colic pangs from thence T felt, 

Had you but know<ii|* your heart would melt^ 

Like ruffling winds in caverns pent, 

Till Nature pointed out a vent. 

How have you torft lAy heart to pieces 

With maggots, humours, and caprices ! 

By which I got the haemorrhoids ; 

And loathfome worms my anus voids. 

Whene'er I hear a rivsd namM, 

I feel my body all inflamM ; 

Which, breaking out in boils and blanes. 

With yellow filth my linen flains ; 

Or, parch'd with unextinguifh'd thirft. 

Small-beer I guzzle till I burft ; 

And then I drag ^ bloated corpus^ 

Sweird with a dropfy, like a porpoife ; 

When, if I cannot purge or ftale, 

I muft be tapped to fill a pail. 



DEAN 
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DEAN SWIFT AT SIR ARTHUR AGHESON^S, 
IN THE NORTH OF IRELAND. 

np H E Dean would viFit Maitet-hill, 

Our invitation was> but flight ; 
I faid— Why let him. If he will :. 
Ahd fo I bade Sit Arthur Vmte. 

His manners woiild not let him wait, 
Left we Ihouid think durfelves iiegledecij 

And fo we faw him at our gate, 
Three days before he was expelled. 

After a week, a month, a quarter. 

And day fucceeding after day. 
Says not a Word of his departure, 

Though hot a foUl Would have hirti ftay. 

Tve faid enough to make him blulh, 
Mcthinks, or elfe the DeviPs in 't ; 

But he cares not for it a rufh, 
Nor for my life will take the hint. 

But you, my dear, may let him knoW, • • ' 
In civil language, if he ftay^^ 
.^ How deep and foUl the toads may grow^ 
And that he may command the chaife. 

Or you mav fay — ^My wife intends. 
Though I (hould be 61tceedihg pf cS\xA^ 

This wititd: to lAvitc fome friends. 

And, Sir, I know, yott hate a drc^^^^* 
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Or, Mr. Dean — I fhould with joy 

Beg you would here continue ftill. 
But we muft go to * Aghnacloy ; 

Or, Mr. Moore will take it ill. 

The houfe accounts are daily rifing; 

So much his ftay doth fwell the bills ; 
My deareft life, it is furprizing, 

How much he eats, how much he fwUls. 

His brace of puppies how they fluff ! 

And they muft have three meals a day. 
Yet never think they get enough ; 

His horfes too eat all our hay. 

Oh ! if I could, how I would maul i 

His tallow-face and wainfcot-paws. 

His beetle-brows, and eyes of wall. 

And make him foon give up the caufe ! 

Muft I be every moment chid 

With t Skinny bonia. Snipe, and Lean ? 

Oh ! that I could but once be rid i 

Of this infulting Tyrant Dean ! 

On a very old Glass at Market-Hill# 

P^RAIL glafs ! thou bear'ft that name as well asl; /t 
Though none can tell, which of us firft fhall die. H 



Answered extempore by Dr. Swift. 

Me only chance can kill; thou, frailer creature, 
May*ft die, like me, by chance; but muft by nature. 

• The feat of Achefon Moore, Efq, 

t The Dean ufed to call Lady Achefon by thofc names. 

ON 



{ 



[ 389 ] 

ON CUTTING DOWN THE OLD THORN 
AT MARKET-HILL. 

A T Market-Hill, as well appears, 
By chronicle of ancient date. 
There ftood for many hundred years 
A fpacious thorn before the gate. 

Hither came every village-maid. 

And on the boughs her garland hung; 

And here, beaeath the fpreading Ihade, 
Secure from Satyrs fate and fung. 

Sir Archibald *, that valorous knight. 

The lord of all the fruitful plain, 
Would come and Uften with delight ; 

For he was fond of rural ftrain. 

(Sir Archibald, whofe favourite name 

Shall ftand for ages on record. 
By Scottifti bards of higheft fame. 

Wife Hawthornden and Stirling's lord f\) 

But time with iron teeth, I ween. 
Has canker'd all its branches round ; 

No fruit or bloflbm to be feen, , 

Its head reclining towards the grounds 

• Sir Archibald Achefon, fecretary of ftatc for Scotland. 

t Drummondof Hawthornden, and Sir William Alexander earl 
of Stirling, who were both friends to Sir Archibald, and faxuQUS for 
their poetry. 

C c 3 This 



390 SWIFT'S POEMco 

This aged, fickly, faplefs thorn. 

Which muft, alas ! no longer ftand, 
-, Behold the cruel Dean in fporn 

Cuts down with facrilegious hand* 

Dame Nature, when fhe faw the blow, 

AftoniflhiM, gave a dreadful fhriek ; 
' And mother Tellus trembled fo. 
She fcarce recovered in a week. 

The Sylvan powers, with fear perplexM, 
In prudence and compaffion, fent 

(For none could tell whofe turn was next) 
Sad omens of the dire event* 

The magpye, lighting on the flock. 
Stood chattering with inceflant din ; 

And with her beak gave many a knock. 
To rouze and warn the nymph within; 

The owl forefaw, in penfive mood. 
The ruin of her ancient feat ; 

And fled In hafte, with all her brood. 
To feek a more fecure retreat* 

Laft trolled forth the gentle fwine. 
To eafe her itch againft the ftump, 

And difmaHy was heard to whine, 

All as flie fcrubbM her meazly rump, * 

The nymph who dwells in every tree, 
(If all be true that poets chant) 

Condemn'd by Fate's fupreme decree, 
Muft die with her expiring plant. 



Thus, 
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ThuSj^ when the gentle Spina found 
The thorn committed to her care, 

Receiv'd its laft and deadly wound. 
She fled, and vaniih'd into air* 

But firom the root a difmal groan 

Firft ifllung ftruck the murderer^s ears ; 

And, in a fhrill revengeful tone, 
This prophecy he trembjing hears : 



^ Thou chief contriver of my fall, 
" Relentleis Dean, to mifchief born ; 

" My kindred oft* thine hide fhall gaD, 
** Thy gown and caffock oft* be torn. 

" And thy confederate dame, who brags 
" That (he condemn'd me to the fire, 

^* Shall rend her petticoats to rags, 
*• And wound hbr kgs with every brier. 



C( 



Nor thou, lord Arthur *, fhalt efcape ; 
" To thee I often callM in vain, 
Againft that aflaflin in crape ; 

Yet thou could'ft tomely fee me flain :' 



46 



" Nor, when I felt the dreadful blow, 

" Or clud the Dean, or pinch'd thy ^oufe; 

** Since you could fee im treated io » 

" (An old retainer to your houfe) : 

** May that fell Dean, by whofe command 
" Was formed this Machiavelian plot,^ 

** Not leave a thiftle on thy land ; 

" Then who wiU own thee for a Scot ? 

* Sir Arthur Achefon. 

C c 4 « Pigs 
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** Pigs and fanatics, cows and leagues, 
^' Through all thy empire I forefee, 

** To tear thy hedges, join in leagues, 
" Sworn to revenge my thorn and me* 

^* And thou, the wretch ordainM by fate, 
" Neal Gahagan, Hibernian clown. 
With hatchet blunter than thy pate. 
To hack my hallow'd timber down j 






** When thou, fufpended high in air, 
** Dy'ft on a more ignoble tree, 

" (For thou fhalt fteal thy landlord's mare), 
" Then, bloody caitif! think on me." 



M Y L A D Y'S* 

LAMENTATION AND COMPLAINT 
AGAINSTTHE DEAN, 

July 28, 1728. 

QURE never did man His malice is plain, 

^ fee Hallooing the Dean. 

AwretchlikepoorNancy, The Dean never Hops, 

So tcaz'd day and night When he opens his chops; 

By a Dean and a Knight. I'm quite over-run 

To punifti my fins. With rebus and pun. 
Sir Arthur begins. Before he came here. 

And gives me a wipe To Ipunge fpr good 
With Skinny and Snipe : cheer, 

* Lady A^h^oi^. 
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I fate with delight, 
.From morning till night, 
With two bony thumbs 
Could nib my old gums, 
Or fcratching my nofe, 
And jogging my toes ; 
But at prefent, forfooth, 
I muft not rub a tooth. 
When my elbows he fees 
Held up by my knees. 
My arms, like two props. 
Supporting my chops, . 
And juft as I handle 'em 
Moving all like a pendu- 
lum j 
He trips up my props. 
And down mychin drops. 
From my head to my 

heels, 
Like a clock without 

wheels ; 
1 fink in the fplecn, 
A ufelefs machine. 

If he had his will, 
I fhould never fit ftill : 
He comes with hiswhims, 
I muft move my limbs; 
I cannot be fweet 
Without ufing my feet ; 
To lengthen my breath, 
He tires me to death. 



By the worft- of ' ail 

Squires, 
Through bogs and thro* 

briers. 
Where a cow would be 

ftartled, 
I'm in fpite of my heart 

led; 
And, fay what I will, 
HaulM up every hill ; 
Till, daggled and tatterM, 
My fpirits quite fhatter'd, 
I return home at night. 
And faft, out of fpite : 
For Td rather be dead. 
Than it e'er fhould be faid 
I was better for him, 
In ftomach or limb. 

But now to jny diet ; 
No eating in quiet. 
He's ftill finding fault. 
Too four or too fait : 
The wing of a chick 
I hardly can pick ; 
But trafhwithout meafurc 
I fwallow with pleafure. 
Next for his diverfion, 
He rails at my perfon : 
What court-breeding is 

this! 
He takes me to pieces : 
From 
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From flioulder to flank 
Fm lean and am lank ; 
My nofe, long ^nd thin, 
Grows down to my chin ; 
My chin will not ftay, 
But meets it half way : 
My fingers, prolix. 
Are ten crooked flicks: 
Hd fwears my el — ^bows 
Are two iron crows, 
Or fharp-pointed rocks. 
And wear out my fmocks: 
To' fcape them. Sir Ar- 
thur 
Is forc'd to lie farther. 
Or his fides they would 

gore 
Like the tufk of a boar. 
Now, changing the 
fcene. 
But flill to the Dean : 
He loves to be bitter at 
A lady illiterate ; 
If he fees her but once. 
He'll fwear fhe's a dunce j 
Can tell by her looks 
A hater of books ; 
Through each line of her 

face 
Her folly can trace ; 



Which fpoils every fea^- 

ture 
- Beftow'd her by nature j . 
But fenfe gives a grace . 
To the homcliefl face : 
Wife books and reflexion 
Will mend the com- 
plexion : 
(A civil Divine ! 
I fuppofe, meaning 

mine !) 
No lady who wants them. 
Can ever be handfomeu 
I guefs well enough 
What he means by this 

fluff: 
He haws and he huma^ 
At lafl out it comes: 
What, Madam ? No walk- 

ing, 
No reading, nor talking? 
You're now in your 

prime. 
Make ufe of your time. 
Confider, before 
You come to threefcorc» 
Howthehuffies will fleer 
Where'er you appear ; 
" That filly old pufs 
Woiild fain be like us : 



What 
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a fiigure (he made 
tarnifliM br^ade !'* 
d then he grows 
mild: 

:, be » good child : 
L> are iacliiii'd 
Dlifh your mind, 
lor'd by the men 
hreefcore and ten^ 
kill with the fpleen 
iades of fwtwn ; 
lew ypH the way : 

fix hours a-^day. 
vitsjwUl firequeQt ye, 
thitlk yob but 
twenty. 

Lus was I drawiwn ; 
ive me my figu 
eal^aft he'll a^ 
cqount oi my tafk. 
; word out of joint,^ 
ifs but a point, 
ages and frets, 
nanners forgets ; 

as I am ferious, 
ry imperiou6« 
00k for deUght 

come in my fight i 
inftead of newplays, 
Bacon's Eflays, 
pore every day on 

nafty Pantheon. 



If I be not 3, drudge, . 
Let all the world judge* 
'Twere better be blind* 
Than <hu$ be confinM. 

But, wVile in an ill tone^ 
I murder poor Milton, 
The De%n,,you will fweai:. 
Is at ftvdy or prayer* 
He's 9^ th^ dayT^iijnter- 

ing. 
With, fekfeowers fester- 
ing. 
Among His colleagues^ 
A pareel of Teagues^ 
Whom he birings iu 

aroongus 
A94 bribes with munr* 

du»gi*s J 
Hail, fellow, well met. 
All dirty and wet : 
Find out, if you ca». 
Who's mafter, who's 

man ; 
Who makes the heft fi- 
gure. 
The X)ean or the digger; 
And which is the beft 
At cracking a jeft. 
How proudly he tajks 
Of zigzacks and walks ; 
And all the day raves 
Of cradles and caves ; 

And 



396 SWIFT'S POEMS. 

And boafts of his feats, Dear friead, doSor 

His grottos and feats; Jenny, 

Shews all his gew-gaws. If I could but win ye,. 

And gapes for applaufe ; Or Walmfley or Whaley, 

A fine occupation To come hither daily. 

For one in his ftation ! Since Fortune, my foe, 

A hole where a rabbit Will needs have it fo. 

Would fcorn to inhabit, That Tm, by her frowns^ 

Dug out in an hour ; Condemned to black 
He calls it a bowen gowns ; 

But, oh Ihowwe laugh, No 'Squire to be found 

To fee a wild calf The neighbourhood 
Come, driven by heat, round ; 

And foul the green feat ; (For, under the rofcj 

Or run helter-lkclter I would rather chufe 
To his arbor, for fhelter, thofe) 

Where all goes to ruin If your wives will pcr^ 
The Dean has been do- mit ye, 

ing : Come here, out of pity, 

The girls of the village * To eafe a poor lady. 

Come flocking for pilr And-bcg her a play-day. 

lage, So may you be feen 

Pull down the fine briers No more in the ijpleen ! 

And thorns, to make May Walmfley give wine 

fires ; Like a hearty divine ! 

But yet are fo kind May Whaley difgrace 

To leave fomethlng be- Dull Daniel's whey-facc! 

hind: And may your three 
No more need be faid fpoufcs 

on't. Let you lie at friends 
I fmell when I tread on \. houfes ! 

A PAS- 
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A PASTORAL DIALOGUE. 1728. 

DERMOT, SHEELAH. 

A Nymph and fwain, Sheelah and Dermot hight^ 
Who wont to weed the court of * Gosford 
Knight ; 
While each with flubbed knife removed the roots. 
That raisM between the ftones their daily (hoots j 
As at their work they fate in countervicw, 
With mutual beauty fmit, their paffion grew. 
Sing, heavenly Mufe, in fweetly-flowing drain 
The foft endearments of the nymph and fwain. 

D E R M O TX 

My love to Sheelah is more firmly fixt, 
Than flrongefl weeds that grow thefe flones betwixt : 
My fpud thefe nettles from the flones can part ; 
No knife fo keen to weed thee from my heart. 

SHEELAH. 

My love for gentle Dermot fafter grows, 
Than yon tall dock that rifes to thy nofe. 
Cut down the dock, 'twill fprout again ; but, O ! 
Love rooted out, agzdn will never gro^. 

DERMOT. 

No more that brier thy tender leg fliall rake : 
(I fpare the thiflles for Sir Arthur's f fake) 
Sharp are the flones ; take thou this rufhy mat ; 
The hardefl bum will bruife with fitting fquat. 

♦ Sir Arthur Achefon. 

t Who was a great lover of Scotland. 

Sheelah. 
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S H E E L A H. 

Thy breaches, torn behind, ftand giping ^idc; 
This petticoat fhall fave thy dear back-fide ; 
Nor need I blufh ; although you feel it wet, 
Dermot, I vow, 'tis nothing elfe but fweat. 

D E R M O T. 

At an old ftubborn root I chahc'd to tug. 
When the Dean threw me this tobacco-plug : 
A longer * ha'p'orth never did I fee ; 
This, deareft Sheelah, thou {halt fhare with me. 

S H E E L A H. 

In at the pantry-door this morn I flipt. 
And from the fhelf a charming cruft I whipt: 
Dennis f Was out, and 1 got hither fafe ; 
And thou, my dear, fhilt have the bigger half. 

DERMOT. 

When you faw Tady at long-bullets play. 
You fate and lous'd him all a fun-fhine day : 
How could you, Sheelah, liften to his tales. 
Or crack fuch lice as his betwixt your nails ? 

SHEELAH. 

When you with Oonah flood behind a ditch, 
I peep'd, and faw you kifs the dirty bitch : 
Dermot, how could you touch thefe nafty fluts ? 
I almoft wifh'd this fpud were in your guts. 

• Half-penoyworth. 
t Six Arthur's btatler, 

Db&mot. 
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D E R M O T. 

If Oonah once I kifsM, forbear to chide ; 
Her aunt's my goffip by my father's fide : 
But, if I ever touch her lips again, 
May I be doomM for life to weed in rain ! 

S H E E L A H. 

Dermot, I fwear, though Tady's locks could hold 
Ten thoufand lice, and every loufe was gold j 
Him on my lap you never more fhall fee ; 
Or may I lofe my wecding-knife — ^and thee ! 

DERMOT. 

O, could I earn for thee, my lovely lafs, 
A pair of * brogues to bear thee dry to mafs ! 
But fee, where Norah with the f fowins comes — 
Then let us rife, and reft our weary bums. 



o N T H E 

FIVE LADIES AT SOT'S-HOLE^ 
WITH THE DOCTOR § AT THEIR HEAD, 

N. B. THE LADIES TREATED THE DOCTOR. 

Sent as from an Officer in the Army* 1728. 

T7AIR ladies, number five, 
^ Who, in your merry freaks, 
^ • With little Tom contrive 
To feaft on ale and (leaks ; 

* Shoes with flat low.heels. f A fort of flummery. 

t An alehoufe in Dublin, famous for beef-fteaks. 
i Dr. Thomas Sheridan. 

2 WhUe 
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While he fits by a-grinhing. 
To fee you fafe in Sot's-hole, 

Set up with greafy linen, 

And neither mugs nor pots whole : 

Alas ! I never thought, 

A prieft would pleafe your palate j 
Befides, Til hold a groat, 

He '11 put you in a ballad j 

Wliere I fhall fee your faces 

On paper daub'd fo foul, 
They '11 be no more like Graces, 

Than Venus like an owl. 

And we fhall take you rather 

To be a midnight pack 
Of witches met together. 

With Beelzebub in black. 

It fills my heart with woe. 
To think, fuch ladies fine. 

Should be reducM fo low. 
To treat a dull Divine. 

Be by a Parfon cheated ! 

Had you been cunning ftagers. 
You might yourfelves be treated 

By Captains and by Majors. 

See how corruption grows. 

While mothers, daughters, aunts, 

Inftead of powder'd beaux. 
From pulpits choofe gallants. 
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if we, who wear our wigs 

With fan-tail and with fnakcj 
Are bubbled thus by prigs j 

2 — (is ! whb would be a rake t 

Had t a heart to fight^ 

rd knock the Do&or down } 
Or could I read or write^ 

Egad ! Yd wear a gown. 

Then leave him to his birch * } 

And at the Rofe on Sunday^ 
The parfbn fafe at dhurch^ 

rU treat you with bur^ad^i 



THE FIVE LADIES ANSWER 

TO THE BEAU. 

By Dr. SHERIDAN. 

With the Wig and Winos at hiii HkAJ34 

YOU little feribbling beaU^ 

What daemon made you write ? 
Becaufe to write you know 
As much as you can fights 

tor compliment fo fcurvy^ 

I wifh we had you hdre j 
We'd turn you topfy-turvy 

Into a mug of been 

* Dr. Sheridan Was a fchool-mafler. 

Vol. VII. D d You 
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You thought to make a farce on 
The man and place we chofe ; 

We Ve fure a fingle Parfon 
Is worth a hundred Beaux. 

And you would make us vaflals. 
Good Mr. Wig and Wings, 

To filver-clocks and taffels ; 

You would, you Thing of Things ! 

Becaufe around your cane 
A ring of diamonds is fet ; 

And you, in fome bye-lane. 
Have gairi^d a paultry grizette : 

Shall we, of fenfe refin'd. 
Your trifling nohfenfe bear. 

As noify as the wind. 
As empty as the air! 

We hate your empty prattle ; 

And vow and fwear 'tis trae, # 

There's more in one child's rattle. 

Than twenty fops like you. 



T H 
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t H E BE A U'S R E P^ L Y 

TO THE 

FIVE LADIES ANSWER* 

TX7HY, how now dapper Blacky 

I fmell your gown and caflbcfc, 
As ftrong upon your backj 
As Tifdal * fmells df a focki | 

To Wte fuch fcurvy ftufF! 

Fine Ladies never do 't j 
I know you well enough, 

And eke your cloven foot; 

Fine Ladies, wheii they writd^ 

Nor fcold, nor keep a fplutter i 
Their verfeS give delight, 

As foft and fweet as biitten 

But Satan never faw 

Such haggard lines as thefe t 
They flick athwart my maw. 

As bad as Suffolk cheefe. 

* A clergyman in the North of Ireland, who had made proporali 
>rmarriaglf to Stella. 



Dd2 THE 
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THE JOURNAL 
OF A MODERN LADY. 

In a Letter to a Pshsqn of Quality. 1729* 

Si R, 
TT was a moft unfriendly part 

In you, who ought to know mj^heart. 
Are well acquainted with my zeat 
For all the female commonweal- 
How could it come into your mind * ' 
To pitch on me, of all mankind, 
Againft the fex to write a fatiiCy - 
And brand me for a woman-hater ? 
On me, who think theni all fo fair> 
They rival Venus to a hair ; 
Their virtues never ceasM to fing. 
Since firft I learn'd to tune a firing? 
Methinks I hear the ladies cry, ' \ 

Will he his charader belie ? 
Muft never our misfortunes end ? 
And have we loft our only friend ? 
Ah, lovely nymphs ! remove your fears. 
No more let fall thofe precious tears. 
Sooner ihall, &c. 

\Herefcveral verfes are omitted.] 
The hound be hunted by the hare^ 
Than I turn rebel to the fair. 

'Twa$ you engagM me firft to write. 
Then gave the fubje^ out of fpite : 
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The journal of a modern dame, 
Is, by my promife, what you claim. 
My woi;d is paft, I muft fubmit j 
And yet perhaps you may be bit. 
I but tranfcribe ; for not a line 
Of all the fatire ftiall be mine. 
Corapeird by you to tag in rhymes 
The common flanders of the times, 
Of modern times, the guilt is yours^ 
And me my innocence fecures. 
Unwilling Mufe, begin thy lay, 
The annals of a female day. 

Byt nature tum'd to play the rake well, 
(As we fhall fliew you in the fequel) 
The modem dame is wak'd by noon^ 
(Some authors fay, not quite fo foon) 
Becaufe, though fore againft her will^ 
She fat all night up at quadrille. 
She ftretches, gapes, unglues her eyes. 
And afks, if it be time to rife ; 
Of head-ach and the fpleeij complains ; 
And then, to cool her heated brains. 
Her night-gown and her flippers brought her,' 
Takes a large dram of citron-water. 
Then to her glafs ; and, " Betty, pray 
*' Don't I lool^ frightfully to-day ? 
^* But was it not confounded hard ? 
*' Well, if I ever touch a card ! 
^* Four mattadores, and lofe codille ! 
** Depend upon't, I never will, 
** But run to Tom, and bid him fix 
^* The ladies here to-night by fix." 

D d 3 ^^ Madam^ 
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^* Madam, the goldfinith waits below ; 
^* He fays, " His bulinefs is to know 
** If you'll redpem the filver cup 
♦* He keeps in p?^wn ?" — ** Firft, fhew him up.^ 
" Your dreffing-plate heMl be content 
" To take, for intereft cent, per cent. 
" And, Madam, there's n^y Udy Spade 
" Has fent this letter by her maid :** 
^* Well, I remember what flie won ; 
♦' And has fhe fent fo foon to dun ? 
^* Here, carry down thofe ten piftoles 
♦* My hufband left to. pay for coals : 
** I thank my ftars, they all are light : 
" And I niay have reveqge tornight." 
Now, loitering o'er her tea and cream, 
She enters on hpr ufual theme ; 
Her laft night's ill-fuccefs repeats, 
Calls lady Spade a hundred cheats \ 
^* She flipt fpadillo in her breaft, 
^* Then thought to tui;n it to a jeft : 
♦* There's Mrs. Cut and fhe combine, 
** And to each other givp the fign.'' 
Through every game purfues her tale. 
Like hunters o'er their evening ale. 
Now to another fcene give place : 
Enter the folks with filks and lace : 
FreQi matter for a world of chat. 
Right Indian this, right Mechlin that : 
" Obferve this pattern ; there's a fluff; 
" I can have cuftomers enough. 
" Dear madam, you arc grown fo hard — 
" Tliis lace i$ worth twelve pounds a yard : 

** Madam 
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** Madam, if there be truth in man, 

*' I never fold fo cheap a fan." 

This bufinefs of importance o'er. 

And madam almoft drefsM by four ; 

The footman, in his ufual phrafe, . 

Comes up with, " Madam, dinner flays." 

She anfwers, in her ufual ftyle, 

*' The cook muft keep it back a while : 

** I never can have time to dr^fe, 

•* No woman breathing takes up lefs ; 

•* Fm hurried fo, it makes me (ick ; 

•' I wifli the dinner at Old Nick." 

At table now Ihe ads her part. 

Has all the dinner-cant by heart : 

*' I thought we were to dine alone, 

*' My dear ; ifor fure, if I had known 

•* This company would come to-day^^ 

" But realiy 'tis my fpoufe's way ! 

•* He's fo unkind, he never fends 

" To tell when he invites his friends : 

** I wiih ye may but have enough !" 

And while with all this paltry fluff 

She fits tormenting every gueft, 

Nor gives her tongue one moment's reft, 

In phr^fes batter'd, ftale, and trite, 

Which modern ladies call polite } 

You fee the booby hufband fit 

In admiration at her wit ! 

But let nie now a while furvey 
Our madam o'er her evening-tea ; 
Surrounded with her noify clans 
Of prudes, coquets, and harridans j 

Dd 4 When 



i^oS SWIFT'd POEMS, 

When, frighted at the clamorous crew. 
Away the God of SileQcc flew. 
And fair Difcr-etlon left the place. 
And Modeily with bluihing face : 
Now enters overweeiung Fridc, 
And Scandal ever gaping wide ; 
Hypocrify wit|i frown fevcrfe. 
Scurrility with gibing air ; 
Rude Lai;ghter feeming like to burft, 
And Malice always judging worft ; 
And Vanity with pocketrglafs, 
A^d Impudence .lyith |ront of brafs ; 
And ftudy'd .^e^tloQ cfime, , 
Each lim^ and feature out of frame j , 
While Ignorance, with brain of lead, 
Flew hovering o'er each female head. 

Why fhould I afk pf thee, my Mufa^ 
An hundred tongues, as ppets .ufe. 
When, to give every dame her due. 
An hundred thoufand were top few ? 
Or how fhould I, alas ! relate 
The fum of all their fenfelefs prate, 
Their innu^ndos, hints, and flanders, 
Their meanings lewd, and double entendres \ 
Now comes the general fcandal-charge j 
What fome invent, the reft enlarge j 
And, " Madam, if it be a lie, 
?* You have the tale as cheap as I ; 
" I mufl conceal my authpr's name : 
•* But now Ms known to common fame/* 

Say, foolifh females, bold and blind, 
Say, by what fatal turn of mind, 

Are 
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Are you on vices mdft ievere. 

Wherein yourfclves have greateft fliarc ! 

Thus every fool herfelf deludes ; 

The prudes condemn tiie abfent prudes : 

Mopfa, who flinks her fpoufe to dead^ 

Accufes Cloe's tainted breath; 

Hircina, rank wil3i fweat, prefimes 

To cenfure PhylKs for perfinnes 5 

While crooked Cynthia^ fneering, (ays, 

That Florimel wears iroBLftays : • 

Cloe, of every coxcomb jealous. 

Admires how girls can talk wiih fellows ; 

And, full of indignation, £ret% 

That wpmen ihould be fudi coquets : 

Iris, for fcandal moft notorious, 

Cri«s, ** Lord, the world is fo cenforious f^ 

And Rufa, withhercombs of lead, 

Whifpers thattSappho'siiair is red : 

Aiua, whofe tongue you ^ar a mile hence. 

Talks half a day in praiie of fdence ; 

And Sylvia, full. of inward guite. 

Calls Amoret an annxt jih. 

Now vo^ices ow«r voices rife. 
While each to be the loudeft vies : 
They contradid, affirm, difpute. 
No fingle tongue one moment mute ; 
AH mad to fpeak, and none to hearken^ 
They fet the very lap-<iog barking j 
Their chattering makes a louder din 
Than fifliwives o'er a cup of giQ : 
Not fchoolbys at a barring-out 
RajsM ever f^ich inceflant rout : 

The 
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The jumbling particles of matter 
In chaos made not fuch a clatter ; 
Far lefs the rabble roar and rail. 
When drunk with foiu: eled:ion-aIe. 

Nor do they truft their tongues alone. 
But fpeak a language of their own ; 
Gm read a nod, a (hrug, a look. 
Far better than a printed book j 
Convey a libel in a frown, 
And wink a reputation down : - 
Or, by the toffing of the fan, 
Defcribe the lady and the man. 

But fee, the female club difbands^ 
Each twenty vifits on her hands. 
Now all alone poor madam fits 
In vapours and hyfteric fits : 
*' And was not Tom this morning fent ? 
^ Vd lay my life he never weitf : 
" Paft fix, and not a living foul ! 
" I might by this have won a volg." 
A dreadful interval of fjpledni^ 
How fhall we pafs the time between ? 
** Here, Betty, let me take my drops ; 
" And feel my pulfe, I know it flops : 
*^ This head of mine, lord, how it fwims I 
*^ And fuch a pain in all my limbs !'* 
*^ Dear madam, try to take a nap" — 
But now they hear a footman's rap : 
" Go, run, and light the ladies up : 
** It muft be one before we fup." 

The table, cards, and counters, fet. 
And all the gameiler-ladies met, 

Her 
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Her fpleen and fits recovered quite, 
Our madaift can fit-up all night ; 
" Whoever comes, Fm not within."-— 
Quadrille's the word, and fo begin. 

How can the Mufe her aid impart, ' 
Unfkiird in all the terms of art ? 
Or in harmonious numbers put 
The deal, the fhuffle, ?ind the cut ? 
The fiiperftitious whims relate. 
That fill a fcmale-gamefter's pate ? 
What agony of foul fhe feels 
To fee a knave's inverted heels ! 
She dmws up card by card, to find 
Good fortune peeping from behind ; 
With panting heart, and earneft eyes. 
In hope to fee fpadillo life: 
In vain, alas \ her hope is fed ; 
She draws ai» ace, and fees it red ; 
In ready counters never pays. 
But pawns her fnuff«-box, rings, and keys ; 
Ever with fome new fancy ftruck. 
Tries twenty charms to mend her luck* 
^^ This morning, when the parfon came, 
*' 1 faid I fhould not win a game. 
" This odious chair, how came I ftuck in't ? 
^* I think I never had good luck in't. 
" I'm fo uneafy in my ftays ; 
" Your fan a moment, if you pleafe. 
?' Stand farther girl, or get you gone ; 
** I always lofe when you look on/* 
^^ Lord ! madam, you have loft codille : 
** I never fay you play fo ill/' 

" Nay, 
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** Nay, Madam, give me leave to lay, 

•* 'Twas you that threw the game away : 

** When lady Trickfey play'd a four, 

** You took it with a miattadore ; 

** I faw you touch your wedding-ring 

** Before my lady call'd a king ; 

^ You fpoke a word began with EL, 

^ And I know whom you mean to teach^ 

^ Becaufe you held the king of hearts ; 

** Fie, madam, leave thefe little arts.'* 

^ That's not fo bad as one that ruba 

^ Her chair, to call the king of clubs ; 

^ And makeB her partner undisrHand 

** A mattadore is in her hand." 

^ Madam, you have no cauie to flounce,. 

** I fwear I faw you thrice renounce." - 

** And truly, madam, I kndw/when 

** Inftead of five, you ia>r'd me ten. 

** Spadillo here has got a mark ; 

" A child may know it in the dark : 

" I gueft the hand j it feldom fails : 

** I wifli fome folks would pair their nails." J 

While thus they rail, and fcold, and flormi j 
It paffes but for common form : i 

But, confcious that they all fpeak true. 
And give each other but their due, 
It never interrupts the game. 
Or makes them fenfible of fhame. 

The time too precious now to wafte. 
The fupper gobbled up in hafte ; 
Again afrefh to cards they run, 
As if they had but juft begun* 

4 ButL 
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But I (hall not agdn repeat. 
How oft' they fquabble, fnarl, and cheat* 
At laft they hear the watchman knock, 
** A frofty mom — ^paft four o'clock." 
The chain!nen are not to be found, 
*' Come, let us play the other round. 

Now all in hafte they huddle on 
Their hoods, their cloaks, and get them gone ; 
But, firft, the winner muft invite 
The company to-morrow night 

Unlucky madam, left in tears, 
(Who now again quadrille ft)rfwears) 
With empty piirfe, and aching head. 
Steals to her fleeping IpoufcLto bed. 



A D I A- L O G U E- 

* * V 

BETWBBN 

MAD MULLINIX AND TIMOTHY. 
1728. 

M. T OWN, *tis not my bread and butter; 

But prythee, Tim, why all this clutter ? 
Why ever in thefe raging fits, 
Damning to hell the Jacobites ? 
When, if you fearch the kingdom round. 
There's hardly twenty to be found j 
No, not among the priefts and friars— 

T. 'Twixt you and me, G — d d — n the liars ! 

M. The Tories are gone every man over 
To our illuftrious houfe of Hanover ; 

From 
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From all their conduft this is plain ; 
And then — 

T, G — d d — n the liars again ! 
Did not an earl but lately vote, 
To bring in (I could cut his throat) 
Our whole accounts of public debts ? 

M. Lord ! how this frothy coxcomb frets ! \ajide^ 

T. Did not an able ftatefman biihop 
This dangerous horrid motion dilh-up 
As popifh craft? did he not rail on't? 
Shew fire and faggot in the tail on't ? 
Proving the earl a grand offender. 
And in a plot for the Pretender ; 
Whofe fleet, 'tis all our friends opinion. 
Was then embarldng at Avignon ? 

M. Thefe wrangling jars of Whig and Toryi 
Are ftale and worn as Troy-town ftory : 
The wrong, 'tis certain, you were both in. 
And now you find you fought for nothing. 
Your fadion, when their game was new. 
Might want fuch noify fools as you ; 
But you, when all the fhow is paft, 
Refolve to (land it out the laft ; . 
Like Martin Marral *, gaping-on^ 
Not minding when the fong is done- 
When all the bees arc gone to fettle. 
You clatter ftill your brazen kettle. 
The leaders whom you lifted under. 
Have dropt their arms, and feizM the plunder } 
And when the war is paft, you come 
To rattle in their ears your drUm : 

• A charadter in one of DryJen's comedies. 

And 
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And as that hateful hideous Grecian 
Therfites (he was your relation) 
Was more ^bhorr'd and fcom*d by thofe 
With whom he feiVd, than by his foes ; 
So thou art grown the deteflation 
Of all thy party through the nation : 
Thy peeytflrand perpetual teazing 
With plots, and Jacobites, and treafon. 
Thy bufy, never-meaning face, 
Thy fcrew'd-up front, thy ftate-grimace, 
Thy formal nods, important fneers. 
Thy whifperings foifted in all ears, 
(Which are, whatever you may think. 
But nonfenfe wrapt up in a (link) 
Have made thy prefence, in a true fenfe, 
To thy own fide, fo d— n'd a nuifance. 
That, when they have you in their eye, 
As if the devil drove, they fly. 

T. My good friend Mullinix, forbear ; 
I vow to G — , you're too fevere : 
If it could ever yet be known 
I took advice, except my own. 
It fhould be yours ; but, d — n my blood ! 
I muft purfue the public good 2 
The fadion (is it not notorious?) 
Keck at the memory of Glorious * : 
'Tis true ; nor need I to be told. 
My quondam friends are grown fo cold. 
That fcarce a creature can be found 
To prance with me the ftatue round* 



• King William III. 



The 
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The public MeSj^ I fbrefee^ 

Henceforth depends alone on me ; i 

And while this vital breath I blow^ 

Or from ^ove^ or from below, 

I'll fputter, fwagger, curfe, and rail. 

The Tories terror, fcourge, and flail. 

M. Tim, you miftkke the maAer quite; 
The Tories ! you are their delight ; 
And (hould you z€t a difierent part. 
Be grave and wHe, 'twould break theii! heart. 
Why, Tim, you hajire a tafte I know. 
And often fee ai puppet-^ow : 
Obferve, the audience is in pain. 
While Punch is hid behind the fcene ; 
But, when they hear his rufly voice. 
With what impatience they. rejoice ! ^, 

And then they value not two ftraws. 
How Solomon decides the caufe, 
Which the true mother,*: wjjjich pretender ; 
Nor liften to the witch of Eudofi 
Should Fauftus, with the Devil behind him, 
Enter the ftage, they never miad him : 
If Punch, to ftir their fancy, fhews 
In at the door his mcmftrous nofe, 
Then fudden draws it back again ; 
O what a pleafure mixt with pain ! 
You every moment think an age. 
Till he appears upon the ftage : 
And firft his bum you fee him clap 
* Upon the queen of Sheba's lap : ^ 

The duke of Lorraine drew his fword ; 
Punch roaring ran, and running roar'd. 

Reviles 



Mad mullinix and timothy. 417 

Reviles all people in his jargon, 
And fells the king of Spain a bargain ; 
St. George himfelf he plays the wag on. 
And mounts aftricje upon the dragon ; 
He gets a thoufand thumps and kicks, 
Yet cannot leave his roguifh tricks ; 
in every adlion thrufts his nofe ; 
The reafon vv^hy, no mortal knows : 
In doleful fcenes that break our heait, 
Punch comes, hke you, and lets a fart. 
There's not a puppet made of wood, , 
But what would hang him, lif they could ; 
While, teazing all, by all he's teas'd, 
How well are the fpedators pleas'd ! 
Who in the motion have no fhare, 
Bu^purely come to hear and ftare j 
Have no concern for Sabra^s fake. 
Which gets the Bettef, faint or fnake. 
Provided Punch (far^tJiere's the jeft) 
Be foundly maul d,. and plague the reft. 

Thus, Tim, philofophers fuppofe, 
The world cooQfts of puppet-fliows ; 
Where petulant conceited fellows 
Perform the part of Punchinellos : 
So at this booth, which we call Dublin, 
Tim, thou'rtfhe Punch to ftir up trouble in ; 
You wriggle, fidge, and make a rout, 
Put all your brother puppets out, 
• Run on in a perpetual round. 
To <feaze, perplex, difturb, confound; 
Intrude with monkey-grin and clatter 
To interrupt all ferious matter ; 

Voi-. VII. E e Arc 
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Are grown the nuifance of your clan^ 
Who hate and fcorn you to a man : 
But then the lookers-on, the Tories, 
You ftill divert with merry ftories j 
They would confent that all the crew 
Were hang'd, before they'd part with you. 

But tell me, Tim, upon the fpot. 
By all this toil what haft thou got ? 
If Tories muft have all the fport, 
I fear you'll be difgrac'd at court. 

T. Got ? D — n my blood ! I frank my letters, 
Walk to my place before my betters j 
And, fimple as I now ftand here. 
Expert in time to be a peer — 
Got ? D — n me ! why I got my will ! 
Ne'er hold my peace, and ne'er ftand ftill : 
I fart with twenty ladies by j • * 
They call me beaft ; and what care I. 
I bravely call the Tories Jacks, 
And fons of whores-^~behind their backs. 
But, could you bring me once to think. 
That when I ftrut, and ftare, and ftink. 
Revile and flander, fume and ftorm, 
Betray, make oath, impeach, inform, 
With fuch a conftant loyal zeal 
To ferve myfelf and common-W!i?al, 
And fret the Tories' foul to death, 
I did but lofe my precious breath ; 
And, when I damn my foul to plague 'em. 
Am, as you tell me, but their May-gamc ; 
Confume my vitals ! they (hall know, 
I am not to be treated fo ; 

I'd 
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Vd rather hang myifelf by half^ 
Than give thofe rafcals caufe to laugh* 

But how^ my friend, can I endure, 
Dnce fo renowned, to live obfcure ? 
No little boys and girls to cry^ 
** There's nimble Tim a-pafling by P* 
No more my dear delightful way tread 
Of keeping up a party hatred ? 
Will none the Tory dogs purfue, 
When through the ftreets I cry halloo ? 
Muft all my d — n me's ! bloods and wounds ! 
Pafs only now for empty founds ? 
Shall Tory rafcals be elefted. 
Although 1 fwear them difaffedted ? 
And, when I roar, " A plot, a plot !'* 
Will our own party mind me not ? 
So qualify M ttf fwear and lie. 
Will they not truft me for a fpy ? 

Dear MuUinix, your good advice 
I beg ; you fee the cafe is nice : 
O ! were I equal in renown. 
Like thee to pleafe this thanklefs town ! 
Or, blefsM with fuch engaging parts 
To win the truant fchool-boys* hearts ! 
Thy virtues meet their juft reward. 
Attended by the fable guard. 
Charm'd by thy voice, the 'prentice drops 
The fnow-ball deftin'd at thy chops : 
Thy graceful fteps, and colonel's air^ 
AUure the cinder-picking fair. 

M. No more — in Mark of true afie^on, 
I take thee under, fny jlrotedion : 

E c a Your 
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Your parts are good, 'tis not deny'd ; 
I wifh they had been well apply'd. 
But now obferve my council, {viz.) 
Adapt your habit to your phyz ; 
You muft no longer thus equip ye, 
As Horace fays, opfat epbippia ; 
(There^s Latin too^ that you may fee 

How much improved by Dr. ) 

I have a coat at home, that you may try ; 

'Tis juft like this^ which hangs by geometry^ 

My hat has much the nicer air j 

Your block will fit it to a hair : 

That wig, I would not for the world 

Have it fo formal, and fo cutlM ; 

'Twill be fo oily and fo fleek, 

When I have lain in it a week. 

You'll find it well prepar'd to tike 

The figure of toupee and fnake. 

Thus drefsM alike from top to toe. 

That which is which 'tis hard to know ; 

When firft in public we appear, 

ril lead the van, you keep the rear : 

Be careful, as you walk behind ; 

Ufe all the talents of your mind ; 

Be ftudious well to imitate 

My portly motion, mien, and gait ; 

Mark my addrefs, and learn my ftyle. 

When to look fcomful, when to fmile } 

Nor fputter out your oaths fo faft. 

But keep your fwearing to the laft. 

Then at our leifure we'll be witty^ 

And in the ftreets divert the city j 

3 The 
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The ladies from the windows gaping, 

The children all our motions aping. 

Your converfation to refine, 

ril take you to fome friend of mine ; 

Choice fpirits, who employ their parts 

To mend the world by ufeful arts ; 

Some cleanfing hollow tubes, to fpy 

Diredt the zenith of the fky ; 

Some have the city in their care, 

From noxious fteams to purge the air ; 

Some teach us in thcfe dangerous days 

How to walk upright in our ways ; 

Some whofe reforming hands engage 

To lafh the lewdnefs of the age ; 

Some for the public fervice go 

Perpetual envoys to and fro ; 

Whofe able heads fupport the weight 

Of twenty mmifters of ftate. 

We fcorn, for want of talk, to jabber 

Of parties o'er our bonny-clabber : 

Nor are we ftudious to enquire. 

Who votes for manors, who for hire : 

Our care is, to improve the mind 

With what concerns all human-kind ; 

The various fcenes of mortal life ; 

Who beats her hufband, who his wife : 

Or how the bully at a ftroke 

Knock'd down the boy, the lanthern broke. 

One tells the rife of cheefe and oatmeal j 

Another when he got a hot meal j 

One gives advice in proverbs old, 

l»ftru6ls us how to tame a fcold j 

E e 3 One 
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One (hows how (bravely Audouin dy'd. 
And at the gallons all denyM ; 
How by the almanack 'tis clear. 
That herrings will be cheap this year. 

T. Dear MulliniJ^ I now lament 
My precious time fif long mif-fpent. 
By nature meant fbr nobler ends; 
O, introduce me to your friends ! 
For whom by birth I was defign'd. 
Till politicks debas'd my mind ; 
I give myfelf entire to you ; 
G— d d~n the Whigs and Tories too ! 

a 

TIM AND THE FABLES, ^ 

# 
T%^Y meaning will be beft.junraverd, 
^^ When I premife that Tim has traveled. 
In Lucas's by chance there lay 
The Fables writ by Mr. Gay. 
Tim fet the volume on a table. 
Read over here and there a Fable ; 
And found, as he the pages twirl'd, 
The monkey who had feen the world \ 
(For Tonfon had, to help the fale. 
Prefixed a cut to every tale.) 
The Monkey was completely dreft. 
The Beau in all his airs expreft. ^ 

Tim, with furprize and pleafure flaring, 
Ran to the glafs, and then comparing 
His own fweet figure with the print, 
Diftinguifh'd every feature in't, 

The 
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The twift, the fqueeze, the rump, the fidge in klU 

Juft as they lookM in the original. 

" By — ;• fays Tim, and let a fart, 

*' This graver underftood his art. 

" 'Tis a true copy, FU iay that for't f: 

" I well remember, wtlfui I fat for't. 

*' My very face, at firft I knew it j 

" Juft in this drefs the paiftter drew it.'* 

Tim, with his likenefs deeply fmitten. 

Would read what underneath wag written, 

The merry tale, with moral grave. 

He now began to ftorm and rave ; 

*' The curfed villain! tiow I fee 

** This was a libel meant at me : 

" Thefe fcribblers grow fo bold of late 

^ Againft us minifters of ftate ! 

•* Such Jacobites as he deferve— 

D— n me ! I fay, they ought to ftarve.*' 



ft( 



TOM MULLINIX AND DICK. 

'TpOM and Dick had equal fame,. 

•^ And both had equal knowledge j 
Tom could write and fpell his name, 
But Dick had feen the college. 

Dick a coxcomb, Tom was mad, 

And both alike diverting ; 
Tom was held the merrier lad, 

Dut Dick th^ beft at fartipg. 

£ e 4 Dick 
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Dick would cock his nofe in fcorn. 
But Tom was kind and loving ; 

Tom a foot-boy bred and born. 
But Dick was from an oven. 

Dick could neatly dance a jig, 
But Tom was beft at borees ; 

Tom would pray for every Whig, 
And Dick curfe all the Tories. 

Dick would make a woeful noife. 
And fcold at an eledion ; 

Tom huzza'd the black-guard boys, 
And helcj'them in fubjeftion. 

Tom could move with lordly grace, 
Dick qimbly fkipt the gutter ; 

Tom could talk with folemn face, 
JBut Dick could better fputter.-. 

Dick was come to high renown \ 
Since he commenced phyfician ; 

Tom was held by all the town 
The deeper politician. 

Tom had the geilteeler fwing. 
His hat could nicely put on j 

Dick knew better how to fwing 
His cane upon a button. 

Dick for repartee was fit. 

And Tom for deep difcerning; 

pick was thought the brighter wit, 
But Tom Jiad better learning. 



Dick 
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Dick with zealous no's and ay's 

Could roar as loud as Stentor, 
Jn the houfe 'tis all he fays j- 

But Tom is eloquenter. 



DICK, 
A MAGGOT. 

A S when, from rooting in a bin, 

All powder'd o'er from tail to chiii, 
A lively maggot fallies out,. 
You know him by his haiel fnout ;f 
So when the grandfon of his grandfire 
Forth iflulng wriggling, Dick Drawcahfir, 
With powderM rump and batk and fidfe, 
You cannot blanch his tawny hide ; 
For 'tis beyond the power of meal 
The gipfy yifage to conceal : 
For, as he fhakes his wainfcot chops, 
Down every mealy atom drops. 
And leaves the tartar phyz in fhow, 
J^jke a ftefli t— d juft dropt on fnow. 



CLAD 
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CLAD ALL IN BROWN. TO DICK. 
IMITATED FROM CQWLEY. 

T^OULEST brute that ftinks below. 
Why in this brown doft thou appear I 
For would'ft thou make a fouler fliow. 

Thou muft go naked all the year. 
Frefh from the mud a wallowing fow 
Would then be not fo brown as thou. 

*Tis not the coat that looks fo dun. 

His hide emits a foulnefs out ^ 
Not one jot better looks the fun 
Seen from behind a dirty clout.: 
So t— ds within a glafs inclofc. 
The glafs will feem as brown as thofe. 

Thou now one heap of foulnefs art. 

All outward and within is foul ; 
Condenfed filth in every part, * 
Thy body's cloathed like thy foul j 
Thy foul, which through thy hide of buft * 
Scarce glimmers like a dying fnufF. 

Old carted bawds fuch garments wear. 

When pelted all with dirt they flune ; 
Such their exalted bodies are, 
As (hriverd and as black as thine. 
If thou wert in a cart, I fear 
Thou would'ft be pelted worfe than they Te. 

Yet 
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Yet, when we fee thee thus array'd, 
The neighbours think it is but juft. 
That thou fliould'ft take an honeft trade^ 
And weekly carry out the duft. 
Of cleanly houfes who will doubt. 
When Dick cries, " Dull to carry out ?'* 

DICK'S VARIETY- 

Tr\ULL uniformity in fools 

I hate, who gape and fneer by rules* 

You, MuUinix, and flobbering C , 

Who every day and hour the fame are ; 

That vulgar talent I defpife 

Of pifling in the rabble's eyes. 

And when I liften to the noife 

Of ideots roaring to the boys ; 

To better judgment ftill fubmitting, 

I own I fee but little wit in ; 

Such paftimes, when our tafte is nice. 

Can pleafe at moft but once or twice- 

But then confider, Dick, you'll find 
His genius of fuperior kind \ 
He never muddles in the dirt. 
Nor fcQwers the ftreets without a fhirt ; 
Though Dick, I dare prefume to fay, 
Could do fuch feats as well as they. 
Dick I could venture every where. 
Let the boys pelt him if they dare. 
He'd have them try'd at the aflize^ 
For priefts and jefuits in difguifes ; 
Swear they were with the Swedes at Bender, 
And lifting troops for the Pretender- 



Prefto ! be gone ! with t'other hop 
He*s powdering in a barber's fhop ; 
Now M the anti-chamber thrufting 
His nofe to get the circle juft in. 
And d — ns his blood, that in the rear 
He fees one fingle Tory there : 
Then, woe to be my lord lieutenant. 
Again he'll tell him, and again on 't. 



DR. SWIFT TO HIMSEL 
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SAINT CECILIA'S DAY. 

/^RAVE Dean of St. Patrick's, how com 
^■^ pafs. 

That you, who know mufic no more than at 
That you, who fo lately were writing of D 
Should lend your cathedral to players and fc 
To a£t fuch an opera once in a year. 
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ON / 

PADDY'S CHARACTER 
OF THE INTELLIGENCER** 

A S a thom-bufh, or oaken-bough, 
''^ Stuck in an Irifh cabin's brow. 
Above the door, or country-fair, 
Betokens entertainment there ; 
So bays on poets' brows have been 
Set, for a fign of wit within* 
And, as ill neighbours in the night 
Pull down an ale-houfe bufh for fpitc ; 
The. laurel fo, by poets worn. 
Is by the teeth of Envy torn ; 
Envy, a canker-worm, which tears 
Thofe facred leaves that lightning fpares# 

And now t' exemplify this moral : 
Tom having earn'd a twig of laurel, 
(Which, meafur'd on his head, was found 
Not long enough to reach half round. 
But, like a girl's cockade, was ty'd, 
A trophy, on his temple-fide) 

^ Dr. Shi;ridan was pabliflier of the ** InteUigencer/' a weekly 
paper» written principally by himfelf ; but Dr. Swift occafionally 
fupplied him with a letter. Dr. Delany, piqued at the approbation 
thofe papers received, atucked them violently both in converfataon 
and in print ; but unfortunately Humbled on fome of the numbers 
which the Dean had written, and all the world admired ; which gave 
rife to thefe verfei. 

Paddy 
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Paddy repin'd to fee him wear 

This badge of honour in his hair ; 

And, thinking this cockade of wit 

Would his own temples better fit. 

Forming his Mufe by Sm'edley's model, 

Lets drive at Tom's devoted noddle. 

Pelts him by turns with verfe and profe. 

Hums like a hornet at his nofe. 

At length prefomes to vent his fatire on 

The Dean, Tom's honoured friend and patron« 

The eagl^in the tale, ye know, 

TeazM by a buzzing wafp below, 

Took wing to Jove, and hopM to reft 

Securely in the thunderer's breaft: ^ 

In vain ; even there, to fpoil his nod. 

The fpiteful infed ftung the god. 



e • 
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O N A 

CHARACTER OF DEAN SMEDLEY. 

Written in Latin by himrelf. 

'TpHE very reverend Dean Smedley, 

Of dulbiefs, pride, conceit, a medley. 
Was equally allowed to fhine 
As poet, fcholar, and divine ; 
With godlinefs could well difpenfe. 
Would be a rake, but wanted fenfe ; 
Would ftriaiy after Truth enquire, 
Becaufe he dreaded to come nigh her. 

Foi 
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For Liberty no champion bolder, 

He hated bailiffs at his fhoulden 

To half the world a ftanding jeft, 

A perfe6t nuilance to the reft: 

From many (and we may believe him) 

Had the beft wifhes they could give him. 

To all mankind a conftant friend, 

Provided they had ca(h to lend. 

One thing he did before he went hence, 

He left U8 a laconic fentencc, 

By cutting of his phrafe, and trimming. 

To prove that Bifhops were old women. 

Poor Envy durft not fhew her phiz, 

SRe was fo terrified at his. 

He waded, without any fhame. 

Through tWck and thin to get a name, 

Tried every fharping trick for bread. 

And after all he feldom fped. 

When Fortune favoured, he was nice ; 

He never once would cog the dice : 

But, if fhe turn'd againft his play. 

He knew to ftop a quatre trois. 

Now found in mind, and found in corpus^ 

(Says he) though fwell'd like any porpoife, 

He heys from hence at forty-four 

(But by his leave he finks a fcore) 

To the Eaft Indies, there to cheat, 

Till he can purchafe an eftate ; 

Where, after he has fillM his cheft, 

He'll mount his tub, and preach his beft, 

And plainly prove, by dint of text. 

This world is his, . and theirs the next. 

7 Left 
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To Fort St. George a pedlar went he. 
Ye Fates, when all he gets is fpent. 
Return him beggar as he went! 



PAULUS. BY MR. LINDSAY 

Dublin, Sept. 7, 171 

" A SLAVE to crowds, fcorch'd with the fi 

" mer's heats, 
" In courts the wretched lawyer toils and fweat 
** While fmiling Nature, in her bell attire, 
** Regales each fenfe, and vernal joys infpire. 
^* Can he, who knows that real good fhould pie 
** Barter for gold his liberty and eafe ?" — , r. 
Thus Pauliis preached: — ^When, entering afr. 

door, 
Upon his board the client pours the ore : 
He grafps the fliining gift, pores o'er the caufe^ 
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THE ANSWER. 
BY DR. SWIFT. 

t INDSAY miftakes the matter quite. 

And honeft Paulus judges right. 
Then, why thefe quarrels to the fun. 
Without whofe aid you're all undone ? 
Did Paulus e'er complain of fweat ? 
Did Paulus e'er the fun forget ; 
The influence of whofe golden beama 
Soon licks up all unfavory fleams ? 
The fun^ you fay, his face has kifs'd ; 
It has ; but then it greas'd his iSft. 
True lawyers, for the wifeft ends. 
Have always been Apollo's friends. 
Not for his fuperficial powers 
Of ripening fruits^ and gilding flowers; 
Not for infpiring poets' brains 
With pennylefs and ftarveling drains ; 
Not foi!»?his boafted healing art ; 
Not for'fiis fkill to flioot the dart ; 
Nor yet becaufe he fweetly fiddles; 
Nor for his prophecies in riddles : 
But for a more fubftantial caufe — 
Apollo 's patron of the laws ; 
Whom Paulus ever muft adore. 
As parent of the golden ore. 
By Phoebus, an inceftuous birth. 
Begot upon his grand-dame Earth ; 
Vol. VII. F f By 
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By Phoebus firft producM to light ; 
By Vulcan formM fo round and bright: 
Then offcrM at the flirine of Juftice, 
By clients to her priefts and truftee^.. 
Nor, when we fee Aftroca (land 
With even balance in her hand, 
Muft we fuppofe flie has in view. 
How to give every man his due ; 
Her fcales you fee her only hold, 
To weigh her priefts' the lawyers gold. 

Now, fhould I own your cafe was grievous. 
Poor fweaty Paul us, who'd believe us ? 
'Tis very true, and none denies, 
At leaft, that fuch complaints are wife : 
'Tis wife, no doubt, as clients fat you more. 
To cry, like ftatefmen, ^lanta patimur ! 
But, fince the truth muft needs be ftretched. 
To prove that lawyers are fo wretched ; 
This paradox I'll undertake. 
For Paulus' and for Lindfay's fake ; 
By topicks, which, though I abomine 'em. 
May ferve as arguments ad bominem ; ^.^ » 
Yet I difdain to offer thofe . " 

Made ufe of by detracting foes. 
I own, the curfes of mankind 
Sit light upon a lawyer's mind : 
The clamours of ten thoufand tongues 
Break not his reft, nor hurt his lungs ; 
I own, his confcience always free, 
(Provided he has got his fee) 
Secure of conftant peace within, 
He knows no guilt, who knows no fin. 

I Ye 
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Yet well they merit to be pitied. 
By clients always over-witted* 
And though the gofpel feems to fay. 
What heavy burdens lawyers lay 
Upon the (houlders of their neighbour, 
Nor lend a finger to their labour, 
Always for faving their own bacon ; 
No doubt, the text is here miftaken : 
The copy's falfe, and fenfe is rack'd : 
To prove it, I appeal to fad ; 
And thus by demonftration Ihew 
What burdens lawyers undergo. 

With early clients at his door. 
Though he was drunk the night before. 
And crop-iick with unclubb*d-for wine. 
The wretch muft be at court by nine ; 
Half funk beneath his briefs and bag. 
As ridden by a midnight hag: 
Then, from the bar, harangues the bench, 
In Englilh vile, and viler French, 
And Latin, viieft of the three ; 
And all for poor ten moidores fee ! 
Of paper how is he profufe. 
With periods long, in terms abftrufe ! 
What pains he takes to be prolix, 
A thoufand lines to ftand for fix ! 
Of common fenfe without a word in ! 
And is not this a grievous burden ? 

The lawyer is a common drudge. 
To fight our caufe before the judge : 
And, what is yet a greater curfe, 
CondemnM to bear his client's purfc ; 

F f 2 • WhU« 
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While he, at eafe, fecure and light. 
Walks boldly home at dead of night ; 
When term is ended, leaves the town. 
Trots to his country-manfion down j 
And, difencumber*d of his load. 
No danger dreads upon the road ; 
Defpifes rapparees, and rides 
Safe through the Newry mountains (ides. 

Lindfay, 'tis you have fet me on, 
To ftate this queftion pro and con. 
My fatire may offend, 'tis true ; 
However, it concerns not you. 
I own, there may, in every clan. 
Perhaps, be found one honeft man ; 
Yet link them clofe, in this they jumpi 
To be but rafcals in the lump. 
Imagine Lindfay at the bar, 
He's much the fame his brethren are j 
Well taught by pradice to imbibe 
The fundamentals of his tribe : 
And, in his client's juft defence, 
Muft deviate oft' from common fenfe j 
And make his ignorance diicerned. 
To get the name of Council Learned 
(As lucus comes a tion lucendo)^ 
And wifely do as other men do : 
But fhift him to a better fcene, 
Among his crew of rogues in grain % 
Surrounded with companions fit, 
To tafte his humour, fenfe, and wit ; 
You'd fwear he never took a fee, 
"Nor knew in law his A, B, C 

4 Ti 
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*Tis hard, where dullnefs over-rules. 
To keep good fenfe in crowds of fools. 
And we admire the man, who faves 
His honefty in crowds of knaves ; 
Nor yields up virtue, at difcretion. 
To villains of his own profeffion. 
Lindfay, you know wh^t pains you take 
In both, yet hardly fave your ftake ; 
And will you venture both anew. 
To fit among that venal crew^ 
That pack of mimic legiflators. 
Abandoned, ftupid, flavifli praters ! 
For, as the rabble daub and rifle 
The fool who fcrambles for a trifle j 
Who for his p^ins is cuff'd and kick'd. 
Drawn through the dirt, his pockets pickM; 
You muft expert the like difgrace. 
Scrambling with rogues to get a place j 
Muft lofe the honour you have gain*d. 
Your numerous virtues foully ftain'd j 
Difclaim for ever all pretence 
To-common honefty and fenfe ; 
And join in friendfhip with a ftrift ty<e, 
To M— 1, C — y, and pick T-. — , 
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A DIALOGUE 

BETWEEN 

AN EMINENT LAWYERS 

AND 

DR. JONATHAN SWIFT, D. S. P. D, 

In Aj-LUsioN to Horace, Book IL Sat. i. 
*^ Sunc quibus in Satira, ice.** 

DR. SWIFT. 

CINCE there are perfons who complain 
There's too much fatire in my vein j 
That I am often found exceeding 
The rules of raillery and breeding j 
With too much freedom treat my betters. 
Not fparing even men of letters : 
You, who are fkiird in lawyers' lore. 
What's your advice ? Shall I give o'er ? 
Nor ever fools or knaves expofe . ' * 

Either in verfe or humorous profe ; 
And, to avoid all future ill. 
In my fcrutoire lock up my quill ? 

LAWYER. 

Since you are pleas'd to condefcend 
To afk the judgment of a friend, 
Your cafe confider'd, I muft think 
You ftiould withdraw from pen and ink, 

• Mr. Lindfay. 

Forbea 
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Forbear your poetry and jokes, 
And live like other Chriftian folks ; 
Or, if the Mufes muft infpire 
Your fancy with their pleafing fire. 
Take fubjeds fafer for your wit 
Than thofe on which you lately writ. 
Commend the times, your thoughts corrcdl, 
And follow the prevailing fcft ; 
Aflert that Hyde, in writing ftory. 
Shews all the malice of a Tory ; 
While Burnet, in his deathlefs page, 
Difcovers freedom without rage. 
To Woolfton recommend our youth. 
For learning, probity, and truth ; 
That noble genius, who unbinds 
The chains which fetter free-born minds ; 
Redeems us from the flavilh fears 
Which lafted near two thoufand years ; 
He can alone the priefthood humble. 
Make gilded fpires and altars tumble. 

DR. SWIFT. 
Muft I commend againft my confciencQ 
Such ftupid blafphemy and nonfenfe ? 
To fuch a fubjedt tune my lyre. 
And fmg like one of Milton's choir, 
Where devils to a vale retreat. 
And call the laws of Wifdom Fate, 
Lament upon their haplefs fall. 
That Force free Virtue (hould enthrall ? 
Or {hall the charms of Wealth and Powei^ 
Make me pollute the Mufes' bowqr? 

f f ij: Lawyer- 
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LAWYER. 

As from the tripod of Apollo, 
Hear from my defk the words that follow : 
^' Some, by philofophers mifled, 
** Muft honour you alive 2tnd dead ; * - 
^' And fuch as know what Greece has writ| 
*^ Muft tafte your irony and wit ; 
" While moft that are, or would be great, 
^* Muft dread your pen, your perfon h^tc; 
** And you on Drapicr s hill miift lie, 
^* And there without a mitrp die." 



ON BURNING A DULL POEM. 1729. 

A N afs's hoof alone can hold 

That poifonous juice, which kills by cold. 
Methought, when I this popn^ read^ 
No veflel but an afs's head 
Such frigid fuftian could contain ; 
I mean, the head without the brain. 
The cold conceits, the chilling thoughts. 
Went down like ftupifying draughts: 
I found my head began to fwini, 
A numbnefs crept through every limb. 
In hafte, with imprecations dire, 
I threw the volume in the fire : 
When (who could think ?) tl^ough cold as ice, 
It burnt to afhes in 4 trice. 

How could I more enhance its fame ? 
Though born in fnow, it dy'd in flame, 

AN 
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A N E P I S T L E 

T O 

HIS EXCELLENCY JOHN LORD CARTERET, 
BY DR. DELANY, J729. 

5* Credis ob hoc, me, Paftor, opes fortafle rogare, 
M Propter quod, valgus, craflaquc turba rogat." 

Mart. Epig. lib, ix« 

^TpHOU wife and learned ruler of our ifle, 

Whofe guardian care can all her griefs beguile; 
When next your generous foul fhall condefcend 
T' inftruft or entertain your humble friend j 
Whether, retiring from your weighty charge. 
On fome high theme you learnedly enlarge ; 
Of all the ways of wifdom rcafon well, 
How RichUeii rcrfe, and how Sejanus fell : 
Qr, when your brow lefs thoughtfully unbends. 
Circled with Swift an4 fbme delighted friends; 
When, mixing mirth and wifdom with your wine, 
Like that your wit fhall flow, your genius fhine; 
Nor with lefs praife the converfation guide, 
Than in the public councils you decide: 
Or when the Dean; long privilegM to rail, 
Aflerts his friend with more impetuous zeal ; 
You hear (whilft I fit by abafh'd and mute) 
With foft concefTjons fhortening the difpute ; 
Then clofe \yith kind enquiries of my ftate, 
tf How are your tithes, and have they rofe of late? 

" Why, 
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" Why, Chrift-Church is a pretty fituation, 
** There are not many better in the nation ! 
** This, with your other things, muft yield you clear 
*' Some fix — at leaft five hundred pounds a year/* 

Suppofe, at fuch a time, I took the freedom 
To fpeak thefe truths as plainly as you read 'em ; 
You fhall rejoin, my lord, when I've replied. 
And, if you pleafe, my lady fhall decide : 

" My lord, I'm fatisfied you meant me well : 
*' And that I'm thankful, all the world can tell : 
** But you'll forgive me, if I own th' event 
*' Is fhort, is very fhort, of your intent ; 
" At leaft, I feel fome ills unfelt before, 
*' My income lefs, and my expences more." 

" How, dodor ! double vicar ! double redlor ! 
*' A dignitary ! with a city ledture ! 
** What glebes — what dues — what tithes — what 

" fines — what rent ! 
•* Why, dodtor ! — will you never be content?" 

" Would my good lord but caft up the account, 
" And fee to what my revenues amount ; 
" My titles ample ; but my gain fo fmall, 
^* That one good vicarage is worth them all : 
" And very wretched fure is he, that's double 
" In nothing but his titles and his trouble. 
** Add to this crying grievance, if you pleafe, 
" My horfes founder'd on Fef nianah ways ; 
" Ways of well-polifh'd and well-pointed ftone, 
" Where every ftep endangers every bone ; 
" And, more, to raife your pity and your wonder, 
" Two churches — twelve Hibernian miles afunder ! 
" With complicated cures, I labour hard in, 
" Befide whole fummers abfent from my garden ! — 

" But 
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** But that the world would think I play'd the fool, 

*' I'd change with Charley Grattan for his fchool*— 

** What fine cafcades, what viftos, might I make, 

** Fixt in the centre of th' lernian lake ! 

" There might I fail delighted, fmooth and fafe, 

" Beneath the condudl of my good Sir Ralph f : 

" There's not a better fteerer in the realm ; 

** I hope, my lord, you'll call him to the helm." — 

" Dodtor-^a glorious fcheme to eafe your grief! 
*' When cures are crofs, a fchool's a fure relief. 
*' You cannot fail of being happy there, 
" The lake \^11 be the Lethe of your care : 
" The fcheme is for your honour and your eafe ; 
" And, dodtor, I'll promote it when you pleafe. 
" Meanwhile, allowing things below your merit, 
" Yet, doftor, you've a philofophic fpirit ; 

Your wants are few, and, like your income, fmall, 
*' And you've enough to gratify them all : 
«* You've trees, and fruits, and roots, enough in 

** ftore: 
** And what would a philofopher have more ? 
** You cannot wi(h for coaches, kitchens, cooks — ^^ 

*' My lord, I've not enough to buy me books— » 
" Or pray, fuppofe my wants were all fupplie J, 
*' Are there no wants I fhould regard befide ? 
" Whofe breaft is fo unmann'd, as not to grieve, 
" Compafs'd with miferies he can't relieve? 
" Who can be happy— who fhould wifh to live, 
" And want the godlike happinefs to give ? 
" That I'm a judge of this, you mufl allow: 
** I had it once— and I'm debarr'd it now. 

• A frec-fchool at Innificillen. 

4 Sir Ralph Goit> who had a villa in the lake of Erin. 

« Afk 
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•* Afk your own heart, my lord ; if this be true, 
^ Then how unbleft am I ! how bleft are you f * 

" 'Tis true — but, dodlor, let us wave all that — 
** Say, if you had your wifh, what you'd be at/' 

** Excufe me, good my lord— I won't be founded^ 
" Nor fhall your favour by my wants be bounded* 
** My lord, I challenge nothing as my due, 
^ Nor is it fit I Ihould prefcribe to you. 
^ Yet this might Symmachus himfelf avow, 
** (Whofe rigid rules are antiquated now) — 
^ My lord ! I'd wifh to pay the debts I owe— ' 
^ I'd wifh befidcs— to build, and to bellow,'* 



AN EPISTLE UPON AN EPISTLE, 

FROM 

A CERTAIN DOCTOR 

TQ 

A CERTAIN GREAT LORD. 

Being a Christmas-box for Dr, Delant. 

\ S Jove will not attend on lefs^ ' 
"^ When things of more importance prefs ; 
You can't, grave Sir, believe it hard. 
That you, a low Hibernian bard. 
Should cool your heels a while, and wait 
Unanfwer'd at your patrons gate ; 
And would my lord vouchfafe to grant 
This one, poor, humble boon I want| 
Free leave to play his fecretary. 
As Faiilaff adted old king Harry : 

ra 
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IM tell of yours in rhyme and print; 



Folks fhrug, and cry, " There's nothing in't/* 
And, after feveral readings over. 
It fhines moft in the marble coven 

How could fo fine a tafte difpenfe 
With mean de^ees of wit and fenfe ? 
Nor will my lord fo far beguile 
The wife and learned of our ifle ; 
To make it pafs upon the nation, 
By dint of his fole approbation. 
The tafk is arduous, patrons find. 
To warp the fenfe of all mankind : 
Who think your Mufe muft firft afpire, 
Ere he advance the doctor higher. 

YouVe caufe to fay he meant you well : 
That you are thankful, who can tell ? 
For ftill youVe fhort (which grieves your fpirit) 
Of his intent; you mean, your merit. 

Ah ! quanta rcEtius^ tu adepte^ 
S^ui nil moUris tarn inepte ? 
Smedley, thou Jonathan of Clogher, 
" When thou thy humble lay doft offer 
" To Grafton's grace, with grateful heart, 
^' Thy thatrfcs and verfe devoid of art : 
" Content with what his bounty gave, 
" No larger income doft thou crave." 

But you muft have cafcades, and all 
lerne's lake, for your canal. 
Your viftos, barges, and (a pox on 
All pride!) our Speaker for your coxon : 
It's pity that he can't beftow you 
Twelve commoners in caps to row you. 

Thus 
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Thus Edgar proud, in days of yore, 
Held monarchs labouring it the oar ; ' 

And, as he pafsM, fo fwell'd the Dee, 
Enrag'd, as Ern would do at thee. 

How different is this from Smedley ! 
(His name is up, he may in bed lie) 
" Who only afks fome pretty cure, 
" In wholefome foil and sether pure ; 
" The garden ftorM with artlefs flowers, 
" In either angle fhady bowers : 
** No gay parterre with coftly green 
** Mufl: in the ambient hedge be feen ; 
** But Nature freely takes her courfe, 
*' Nor fears from him ungrateful force : 
*' No fheers to check her fprouting vigour, 
** Or fhape the yews to antic figure/' 

But you forfooth your all muft fquander 
On that poor fpot, callM Dell-ville, yonder : 
And when youVe been at vaft expences 
In whims, parterres, canals, and fences. 
Your afTets fail, and cafh is wanting ; 
Nor farther buildings, farther planting : 
No wonder, when you raife and level, 
Think this wall low, and that wall bevel. 
Here a convenient box you found. 
Which you demolifli'd to the ground : 
Then built, then took up with your arbour, 
And fet the houfe to Rupert 1 arben 
You fprang an arch, which, in a fcurvy 
Humour, you tumbled topfy-turvy. 
You change a circle to a fquare. 
Then to a circle as you were : 

> Wh(i 
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